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PREFACE. 


In the couree of a revised edition of my works 1 
have come to a biographical sketch of Goldsmith, 
published several years since. It was written hastily,** 
as introductory to a selection from his writings; 
and, though the facts contained in it were collected 
from various sources, I was chiefly indebted for them 
to the voluminous work of Mr. James Prior, who 
had collected and collated the most minute i^utieu- 
lars oi the poet’s history with imwearled research 
and scrupulous fidelity; but had rendered them, as 
I thought, in a form too eumbrous and overlaid with 
details and disquisitions, and matters uninteresting 
to the general reader. 

When I was about of late to revise my biographi- 
cal sketch, preparatory to republication, a volume 
was put into my hands, recently givens the publio 
by Mr. John Forster, of the Inner Temple, who, 
likewise avail&ig himself of the labours of Ihe in- 
defatigable Prior, and of a few new lights since 
evolved, has produced a biography of the poet, exe- 
cuted with a spirit, a feeling, a grace and an elo- 
quence, that leave nothing to be desired. Indeed it 
would have been presumption in me to undertake 
the subject after it had been thus felicitously treated, 
did I not stand committed by my previous sketch. 
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That sketch now appeared t jcr and insufRc 
to satisfy public demand ; y ad to take its i . 
in the revised series of my works unless some 
more satisfactory could be substituted. Unde* 
circumstances I have again taken up the subj^X' 
gone into it with more fulness than formerly, 
ting none of the facts which I considered illustrative 
of the life and character of the poet, and giving them 
in as graphic a style as I could command. Still the 
hurried manner in which I have had to do this amidst 
the pressure of other claims on my attention, and 
■with the press dogging at my heelsriias prevented 
me from giving some parts of the subject the thorough 
handling I could have wished. Those who would 
like to see it treated still more at large, with the 
addition of critical disquisitions and the advantage 
of collateral facts, would do well to refer themselves 
to Mr. Prior's circumstantial volumes, or to the ele- 
gant and discursive pages of Mr. Porstcr. 

For my o^vn part, I can only rcgi^-^y short com- 
ings in what to me is a labour of$Pe ; for it is a 
ttibute of gratitude to the memory of an author 
I^Nrhose writings were the delight of my childhood, 
and have beei. a source of enjoyment to me through- 
out life; and to whom, of all others, ^may address 
the beautiful apostrophe of Dante to Virgil : 

Tu 8c* lo mio maestro, e *1 mio autore : 

Tu se* solo colni, da cu* io tolsi 
Lo bello Btlle, che m’ ha fatto onoro. 

jSoNNTStOK, Aug. 1, 1849. W. L 
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CHAPTER I. 

Birth and ptircntago,— Clioi'acteristics of the Goldsmith racp.— 
Poetical birthplace.'— Goblin house.^ Scenes of boyhood.— 
Lissoy, — Picture of a countay parson.— Goldsmith^a school- 
mistress. — B3rmc, the village school-master. — Goldsmith’s 
hornpipe and epigram.— Uncle Contarine.— School studios and 
school sports. — ^Mistakes of a night. 

#Thekk are few wTiters for whom the reader feeLs 
such personal kindness as for Oliver Goldsxhith, for 
-few have so eminently possessed the magic gift of 
identifying themselves with their writings. We read 
his character in every page, and grow into familiar 
intimacy with him as we read. The artless benevo- 
lence that beams throughout his works ; the -whim- 
sical, yet amiable views of human life and human 
nature ; the unforced humour, blending so happily 
with good feeling and good sense, and singularly 
dashed at times wdth a pleasing melancholy ; even 
the very nature of his mellow, and flowing, and 
softly-tinted style, all seem to bespeak his moral as 
well as his intellectual qualities, and make us lov<.* 
the man at the same time that wo admire the author. 
Wliilc the productions of writers of loftier pretension 
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and more ftcmnditig namcu nio sulleiud toinoUicU; 
on onrehelves, those of Goldsmith arc cheiishcd .iiui 
] aid in our bosoms, y^e do not quoce them 'wiili 
ostentation, but tliey mingle uith our minds, bwdeten 
our tempers, and harnionize our thoughts ; they put 
us in good humour with ourselves and with the 
world, and in so doing they make us'^j^picr and 
better men. h * '* 

An acquaintance with the pi hate BU^aphj^ nl 
Goldsmith lets us iiito the secret of his gumd pn^tet 
We there disco vei them to be little more than n.ui- 
scripts of his own heart and picturmgs of hisioi- 
tunes. There he shows himself the same kind, 
ai-tless, good-humouied, excursive, sensible, wluin- 
sical, intelligent being that he appears in his writin 
Scarcely an adventure or character is given in 
works that may not bo traced to his own paiti- 
coloured stoiy. Many of his most ludicrous sci nts 
and ridiculous incidents have been drawm from his 
own blunders and mischances, and he seems leally 
to have been buffeted into almost every maxim iin- 
ptirted by him for the instruction of his reader. 

Oliver Goldsmith was bom on the 10th of No- 
vember, 1728, at the hamlet of Fallas, orPallasinoio, 
county of Lengford, in Ireland. He sprang from a 
icspectable, but by no means a thrifty stock. Some 
families seem to inherit kindliness and incompptenc> , 
and to hand down virtue and poverty fiom genci.i- 
tion to generation. Such was the case with the Gold- 
smiths. " They were always,** according to their o\\ r 
accounts, ** a strange f.unily ; they rarely acted like 
»ther people; tiieir hearts wcie in the light phu o 
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but. their heads seemed to be doing anything but 
whi^t they ought.” — ** They were remarkable,” says 
another statement, “for their worth, but of no 
cleverness in the ways of the world/ Oliver 
Goldsmith will be found faithfully to inlierit the 
virtues and weaknesses of his race. 

His father, the Ilev. Charles Goldsmith with 
hereditary improvidence, married when very young 
and very poor, and starved along for several years 
on a small country curacy and the assistance of his 
wife’s friends. His Vhole income, eked out by the 
produce of some fields which he farmed, and of 
some occasional duties performed for his wife's 
uncle, the rector of an adjoining parish, did not ex- 
ceed forty pounds. 

** And passing rich with forty pounds a year.” 

He inhabited an old, half- rustic mansion, that stood 
on a rising ground in a rough, lonely part of 
the country, overlooking a low tract occasionally 
flooded by the river Inny. In this house Goldsmith 
was born,' and it was a birthplace worthy of a poet ; 
for, by all accounts, it was haunted ground. A 
^^iradition handed down among the neighbouring 
pe||antry states that, in after years, the house re- 
mming for son^ time untenanted, went .to_ decay', 
th4pof fell in , and it became so lonely and forlorn 
Hs «)c a resort for the “ good people ” or fairies, 
whan Ireland are supposed to delight in old^ 
era A deserted mansions for their midnight revels. 
All Weill pts to repair it were in vain; the fairies 
baitA stoutly to maintain possession. A huge mis- 

B 2 
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shapen hobgoblin used to bestiidc the house every 
evening with an immense pair ot jack-boots, which, 
in his efforts at hard riding he would thrust through 
the roof, kicking to pieces all the -work of the* pre- 
ceding day. The house was therefore left to its 
fate, and went to ruin. 

Such is the popular tradition about Goldsmith’s 
birthplace. About two years after his birth a change 
came over the circumstances of his father. By the 
death of his wife's uncle he succeeded to the rectory 
of Kilkenny West ; and, abandoning the old goblin 
mansion, he removed to IdsBoy, in the county of 
Westmeath, where he occupied a farm of seventy 
acres, situated on the skirts of that pretty little 
village. 

This was the scene of Goldsmith’s bo}hood, the 
little world whence he drew many of those pictures, 
rural and domestic, whimsical and touching, which 
abound throughout his works, and winch appeal so 
eloquently both to tlie f«incy and the heait. T4i«isoy 
iscOiiSdently cited as the orxgmol of his ** Auburn ” 
la the “Deserted Village;” his fatboi's cstabhsh- 
JOent, a mixture o^ farm and parsonage, furnished 
bints, it is said, for the rural economy of the View 
of Wakefield; and his father himself, with Ma 
leamed simplicity, his guileless wisdom, his amiile 
and utter ignorance of the woild, has bin 
SX%uieit^ portrayed in the worthy Dr. Vnmih, 
IM ns jmttse Ibt a moment, and draw from ofc- 
^ of those pictmes wAi, 

names, represent his father anAi'>' 
fireside of his childish dfs. 
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My father,” says the Man in Black,” who, in 
some respects, is a counterpart of Goldsmith himself, 
** my father, the younger son of a good fhnuly, was 
possessed of a small living in the church. His 
education was above his fortune, and his generosity 
greater than his education. Poor as he was, he had 
his flatterers poorer than himself : for every dinner 
he gave them, they returned him an equivalent in 
praise ; and this was all he wanted. The same am- 
bition that actuates a monarch at the Jhead of his 
army, influenced my father at the head of his table : 
he told the story of the ivy-tree, and that was 
laughed at ; he repeated the jest of the two scholars 
and one pair of breeches, and the company laughed 
at that ; but the story of Tufiy in the sedan-chaii 
was sure to set the table in a roar. Thus his plea- 
sure increased in proportion to the pleasure he gave ; 
he loved all iheVorld, and he fancied all the world 
loved him. 

** As his fortune was but small, he lived up to 
very extent pf it: he had no ih' of ’ 

his children money, for that 
solved they should have lear 
used to observe, was bet*^ 
this purpose he und^ 
and took as mu'-’^ 
prove our ur ^ 
sal benevolo 
.M*ve tau' 

.ur ■ 
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withstanding the slightest impulse made either I)y 
real or fictitious distress. In a word, wc were pt r- 
tectly instructed in the art of giving away thousands 
before we were taught the necessary qualification of 
getting a farthing.** 

In the Deserted Village we have another picture 
of his father and his father*s fireside : 

'* Ilia house was known to all tho vagrant train, 
lie chid their wanderings, but relieved' their pain ; 

The long-remembered beggar was his guest, 

Whoso board, descending, swept hie aged breast ; 

'J'he ruin’d spendthrift, now no longer proud. 

Claim’d kindred there, and had his claims allow’d ; 

The broken soldier, kindly bade -to stay, 

Hut by his Arc, and talk’d the night away ; 

Wept o’er hia wounds, or tales of sorrow done, - 
Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d how fields were won. 

1’ lead'd with liis guests, the good man learned to glow. 

And quite forgot their vices In their woe ; 

(Jjweless their merits or their faults to scan, 

His pity gave ere charity began.” 

"' he family of the worthy pastor jconsisted of five 
-ii’ '^ughters. Henry, the eldest, was 

*de and hope, and he tasked his 
''itmost in educating him for a 
' career, Oliver was the 
s vounger than Henry, 
''f his childhood, 
hed through- 

''out three 
the 



Pur/nCVL lilUTllPLACE. 


23 


callow’ brood of the neighbourhood, to touch them 
their letters and keep them out of harm’s way. 
Mistress Elizabeth Delap, for that was her name, 
tlodrished in this capacity 'for upward of fifty years, 
and it was the pride and boast of her declining days, 
when nearly ninety years of age, that she was the 
first that had fkit a book (doubtless a ^ombook) into 
Goldsmith’s hands. Apparently he did not much 
profit by it, for she confused he was one of the 
dullest boys she had ever dealt with, insomuch that 
she had sometimes doubted whether it was possible 
to make anything of him : a common case with hn- 
ag illative children, who are apt to be beguiled from 
the dry abstractions of elementary study by the 
jiicturings of the fancy. 

At six years of age he passed into the nands of 
the village school- master, one Thomas (or, as he was 
commonly and irreverently named, Paddy) Byrne, 
capital tutor for a poet. He had been educated 
a pedagogue, but had enlisted in army, 
abroad during the w ars of Qu-^ 
risen to the rank of quarter^ 

Spain. At the return ' “ 
exercise for the sword 
drilled the urchin 
is supposed to h? 
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Well had the boding tremblers Icarn'd to trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning fane ; 

Full ■well they laugh’d -with counterfeited glee 
At all his j(^cs, for many a joke had he ; 

Full well t^e busy whisper circling round, 

Convey’d the dismal tidings when he ftt>wnM : 

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 

The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 

The village all declared how much he knew, 

’Twas cci't.un he. could write and cipher too ; 

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presiige. 
And e’en the story ran that he could guage : 

In arguing, too, the parson own’d his skill. 

For, e’en though vanquished, he could argue still; 
While w<u'ds of learned length and thund’ring sound 
Amazed tiie gazing rustics ranged around— 

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew, 

That one small head could carry all he knew.” 


There arc certain whimsical traits in the character 
<if By3me, not given in the foregoing sketch. He 
was fond of talking of his vagabond wanderings in 
’'cign lands, and had brought with him from the 
a world of campaigning stories, of which he 
'-Ticro, and which he -would deal 
" scholars when he ought to 
Hem their lessons. These 
■ il effect upon the vivid ,iic 
awakened an un-enry, 
;ng and scekingjiuihood, 
d through- 
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for-nothixig knowledge, his studies, by an easy 
transition, extended to the histories of robbers^ 
pirates, smugglers, and the whole race of Irish 
rogues and rapparecs. Everything, in short, that 
savoured of romance, fable, and adventure, was con> 
genial to his poetic mind, and took instant root there ; 
but the slow plants of useful knowledge were apt to 
be overrun, if not choked, by tlic weeds of his quick 
imagination. 

Another trait of his motley preceptor, Byrne, was 
a disposition to dabble in poetry, and this likew'ise 
was caught by his pupil. Before he was eight years 
old (aoldsmith liad contracted a h^it of scribbling 
verges on small scraps of "paj^r, which, in a little 
while, he w'ould throw into the fire. A few of 
these sybill ine leaves, however, w'cre rescued from 
the flames, and conveyed to his mother. ITie good 
woman read them with a mother's delight, and saw 
nt once that her son was a genius and a poet. From 
that time she beset her husban'^ ** "s to 

give the boy an education 
^The worthy man was al' 
of instruction of ’ 

-tended to bring 
iriie mothc- 
s siqinflui 
ri 
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recovery he was placed under the charge of the Rev. 
Mr. Griffin, school-master of Elphin, in Roscommon, 
and became an inmate in the house of his uncle, 
John Goldsmith, Esq., of Ballyoughter, in that 
vicinity, lie now entered upon studies of a higher 
Older, but without making any imcommon progress. 
Still a careless, easy facility of disposition, an amus- 
ing eccentricity of manners, and a vein of quiet and 
peculiar humour, rendered him a general favourite, 
’.iiid a trifling incident soon induced his uncle's family 
to concur in his mother's opinion of his genius. 

A number of young folks had assembled at his 
uncle’s to dance. One of the company, named 
Cummings, played on the violin. In the course of 
tlie evening Oliver undertook a hornpipe, llis short 
and clumsy flgurc, and his face pitted and discoloured 
with the smallpox, rendered him a ludicrous figure 
ill the eyes of the musician, who made merry at his 
expense, dubbing him his little ./Esop. Goldsmith 
" sicst, and, stopping short in the 
hem 


this saying, 

awake! playing.* 


ng and .wii . , 

nr a boy of 

. icewith the 
vei T. 

ujt was 


VPlk Mil- 
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luuthor, agreed to contribute towards the expense. 
The greater part, however, was borne by his uncle, 
the Rev. Thomas Contarine. This worthy man had 
been the college companion of Bishop Berkeley, and 
was possessed of moderate means, holding the living 
of Carrick-on-Shannon. He had married the suter 
of Goldsmith's father, but was now a widower, with 
an only child, a daughter, named Jane. Contarine 
was a kind-hearted man, with a generosity beyond 
his means. He tpok, Qoldsmi rii into favour . from 
his infancy : his house was open to him during the 
holidays; his daughter Jane, two years older than 
the poet, was his early playmate : and uncle Conta- 
rine continued to the last one of his most active, 
unwavering, and generous friends. 

Fitted out in a great measure by this cuiibaldfSrftte 
relative, Oliver was now transferred to schools of a 
higher order, to prepare him for the university ; first 
to one at Athlone, kept by the Rev. Mr. Campbell, 
and, at the end of two years, to one at Edgeworths- 
town, under the superintendent* 

Hughes. 

Even at these schools 
pear to have bec'‘ ^ 
careless, howc'* 
whole, ap' 
teachers. 

Latin ^ 

Her; 
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to whom he had written brief and confused letters, 
and who told him in reply, that if he had but little 
to say, to endeavour to say that little well. 

The career of his brother Henry at the university 
was enough to stimulate him to exertion. He 
seemed to be realizing all his father's hopes, and 
was winning collegiate honours that the good man 
considered indicative oi his future success in life. 

In' the meanwhile, Oliver, if not distinguished 
among his teachers, was popular among his school- 
-mates. He had a thoughtless generosity extremely 
captivating to young hearts : his temper was quick 
and sensitive, and easily offended ; but his anger 
was momentary, and it was impossible for him to 
harbour resentment. He was the leader of all boyish 
sports and athletic amusements, especially ball-play- 
ing, and he was foremost in all mischievous pranks. 
Many years afterward, an old man, Jack Fitzim- 
mons, one of the directors of the sports and keeper 
of the Jball- court at Bally mahon, used to boast of 
of “Noll Goldsmith,” os 
xem dwell with vainglory on 
*^ul ciif^bbing the orchard of 
awake: of Lord Annaly. 
' 'nd s^>lyf>/l disastrous 
“^predators 
vei -stealing 
^^•ty of 
veiJish- 
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Goldsmith's last journey homeward from Edge- 
worthstown. Ills father's house was about twenty 
miles distant ; the road lay through a rough country, 
iihpassable for carriages. Goldsmith procured a 
horse for the journey, and a friend furnished him 
with a guinea for travelling expenses. He was but 
a stripling of sixteen, and being thus suddenly 
mounted on horseback, with money in his pocket, it 
is no wonder that his head was turned. He deter- 
mined to pl^ay the man, and to spend his money in 
independent traveller's style. Accordingly, instead 
of pushing directly forborne, be halted for the night 
at the little town of Ardagh, and, accosting the iii'st 
person he met, inquired, with somewhat of a con- 
sequential air, for the best hoase in the place. Un- 
luckily, the person he had accosted was one Kelley, 
a notorious wag, who was quartered in the family of 
'one Mr. Eeatherstone, a gentleman of fortune. 
Amused with the self-consequence of the stripling, 
and willing to play off a practical joke at his ex- 
pense, he directed him to what was literally ” the 
best house in the place," namely, the family mansion 
of Mr. Fcatherstone. Goldsmith accordingly rodo 
up to what he supposed to b^^an inn, oirdei:<^ his 
horse to be taken to the stable, w^ked frito par- 
lour, seated higiself by the fire, and demianded whai 
he could have for supper. On or^axy qc^ccshms he 
was diffident and even awkward. 
here he was “ at aase'iu, 
upon to ahow hfe laaijhood* 
nenced traveller, ' iUs . 
ralculnted to pla^^ hi« he;* 
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short and thick, with a pock-marked face, and aii 
air of carriage by no means of a distinguished cast. 
The owner of the house, however, soon discovered 
his whimsical mistake, and, being a man of humour, 
determined to indulge it, especially as he accidentally 
learned that this intruding guest was the son of an 
old acquaintance. 

Accordingly, Goldsmith was ** fooled to the top of 
his bent,” and permitted to have full sway through- 
out the evening. Never was schoolboy more elated. 
»When supper was seized, he most condescendingly 
insisted that the landlord, his wife and daughter 
should partake, and ordered a bottle of wine to 
crown the repast and benefit the house. His last 
fiourish was on going to bed, when he gave especial 
orders to have a hot cake at breakfast. His con- 
fusion and dismay, on discovering the next morning 
that he had been swaggering in this free and easy 
way in the house of a private gentleman, may be 
readily conceived. True to his habit of turning the 
events of his life to literary account, we find this 
chapter of ludicrous blunders and cross purposes 
dramatized many years afterward in his admirable 
»comcdy of ** She Stoops to Conquer, or the Mistakes 
of a Night.” 



CHAPTER II. 


ImproMdcnt mamaRca in th<* GoUlsmith fnmily-^Golrlsmith At 
tlte iijuvcrwly. — Situation of a sizer. — Tyranny of Wilder, tlie 
lulor. — Pecuniary atraitfi. — Street ballarla.-— College riot._. 
fiallowa Walbh. — College prize. — A dance intcriuptcd. 

While Oliver was making liis way somewliat neg- 
ligently through the schools, his older brother Henry 
was rejoicing his father’s heart by his career at the 
University. He soon distinguished himself at ^he 
examinations, and obtained a scholarship in 1743. 
This is a collegiate distinction which serves as a 
stcp] nnt; j jtone in any of the learned professions, and 
which leads to advancement in the university should 
the individual choose to remain there. His father 
now trusted that he would push forward for that 
comfortable provision, a fellowship, and thence to 
higher dignities and emoluments. Henry, however, 
had the improvidence or the “unworldlincss” of 
his race ; returning to the country during the suc- 
ceeding vacation, he married for love, relinquished, 
of course, all hjs oollegiate prospects and advan- 
tages, set up a school in his father’s neighbourhood, 
and buried his talents and acquirements for the 
remainder of his life in a curacy of forty pounds 
year. 

Another matrimonial event occurred not Ion 
afterward in the fToldsmith family, to disturb t) 
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equanimity of its worthy head. This was the cl.in« 
destine marriage of his daughter Catherine with 
a young gentleman of the name of Hodson, who 
had been confided to the care of her brother Hetiry 
to complete his studies. As the^^outh was of 
wealthy parentage, it was thought a lucky matcli 
for the Goldsmith family; but the tidings of the 
event stung the bride's father to the soul. Proud of 
his integrity, and jealous of that good name wliich 
was his chief possession, he saw himself and his 
family subjected to the degrading suspicion of hav- 
ing abused a trust reposed in them to promote a 
mercenary match. In the first transports of his 
feelings, he is said to have uttered a wish that his 
daughter might never have a child to bring like 
shame and sorrow on her head. The hasty wish, so 
contrary to the usual benignity of the man, was re- 
called and repented of almost as soon as uttered ; 
but it was considered btdeful in its effects by 
tlie superstitious neighbourhood; for, though his 
dangnter bore three children, they all died before 
her 

A more effectual measure was taken by Mr. 
Goldsmith to ward off the apprehended imputation, 
but one whicji imposed a heavy burden on Ms 
family. TMs was to furnish a nqpnrioge portion of 
four hundred pounds, that his daughter might not 
be said to have entered her husband's family empty- 
j^ianded. To raise the sum in cash was impossible ; 

^ It he assigned to Mr. Ilodson his little farm and 
4ie income of his tithes until the marriage portion 
Aould be paid. In the meantime, as Ms living did 
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not amount to £200 per annum, he had to practisa 
the strictest economy to payoff gradually this heavy 
tax incurred by his i\ice sense of honour. 

l^e first of his family to feel the effects of this 
economy was Oliver. The time had now arrived 
for him to be sent to the university ; and, accord- 
ingly, on the 11th June, 1747, when sixteen years of 
age, he entered Trinity College, Dublin; but his 
father was no longer able to place him there as a 
pensioner, as he had done his eldest son Henry ; he 
was obliged, therefore, to enter him as a sizer, or 
“poor scholar.” He was lodged in one of the top 
rooms adjoining the library of the building, num- 
bered 35, where it is said his name may still be seen, 
scratched by himself upon a window-frame. 

A student of this class is taught and boarded gra- 
tuitously, and has to pay but a very smaff jisum for 
his room. It is expected, in return for thesi^advan- 
tages, that he will be a diligent student, and render 
himself useful in a variety of ways. In Trinity 
College, at the time of Goldsmith’s admission, 
several derogatory, and, indeed, menial offices were 
exacted from the sizer, as if the college sought to 
idemnify itself for conferring benefits by inflicting 
indignities. He was obliged to sweep part of the 
courts in the mowiing ; to carry up the dishes from 
the kitchen to the fellows' table, and to wait in the 
hall until that body had dined. His very dress maiked 
the inferiority of the " poor student ” to his hui)picr 
classmates. It was a black gown of course stufi-. 
without sleeves, and a plain black cloth cap without 
a tassel. We can conceive notliing more odious and^j 
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ill-judged than these distinctions, which attached 
the ide^ ,of degradation, to poverty, and placed the 
indigent youth of merit below the worthless minion 
of fortune. They were calculated to wound and 
irritjate the noble mind, and to render the base mind 
baser. 

Indeed, the galling effect of these servile tasks 
upon youths of proud spirits and quick sensibilities 
became at length too notorious to be disregarded. 
About fifty years since, on a Trinity Sunday, a 
number of persons were assembled to witness the 
college ceremonies ; and as a sizer was carrying up 
a dish of meat to the fellows* table, a buyly citizen 
in the crowd made some sneering observation on the 
servility of his office. Stung to the^ quick,' the 
high-spirited youth instantly flung the dish and its 
contents at the head of the snecrcr. The sizer was 
sharply reprimanded for this outbreak of wounded 
pride, but the degrading task was from that day 
forward very properly consigned to menial hands. 

It was with the utmost repugnance that Goldsmith 
entered college in this capacity. His shy and sen- 
sitive nature was affected by the inferior station he 
was doomed to hold among his gay and opulent 
fellow-students, and he became, at times, moody 
and despondent. A recollection of these early mor- 
tifications induced him in after /ears, most strongly 
to dissuade his brother Henry, the clergyman, from 
sending a son to college on a. like, footing . ** If he 
has ambition, strong passions, and an exquisite sen- 
sibility of contempt, do not send him there, unless 
you have no other trade for him except your own.' 
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To add to his annoyances, the fellow of the college 
who had the peculiar cQnt^oul of his studies, the 
Rev. Theaker Wilder, was a man of violent and 
capricious temper, and of diametrically opposite 
tastes. The tutor was devoted to the exact sciences ; 
Goldsmith was for the classics. Wilder endeavoured 
to force his favourite studies upon the student by 
harsh means, suggested by his own coarse and 
savage nature. He abused him in presence of the 
class as ignorant and stupid ; ridiculed him as 
awkward and ugly, and at times in the transports 
of his temper indulged in personal violence. The 
effect was to aggravate a passive distaste into a posi- 
tive aversion. Goldsmith was loud in expressing 
Ills contempt for mathematics and his dislike of 
ethics and logic ; and the prejudices thus imbibed 
continued through life. Mathematics he always 
pronounced a science to which tlie meanest intellects 
were competent. 

A truer cause of this distaste for the severer 
studies may probably be found in his natural indo- 
lence and his love of c onviv ial pleasures. “ I was a 
lover of mirth, good-humour, and even sometimes 
of fun," said he, ** from my childhood.*' He sang 
a good song, was a boon companion, and could not 
resist any temptation to social enjoyment. He en-^' 
deavoured to persuade himself that learning and 
dulness went hand in hand, and that genius was not 
to be put in harness. Even in riper years, when the 
consciousness of his own deficiencies ought to 
have convinced him of the importance of early 
study, he speaks slightingly of college honours. 

c 2 
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** A lad/' says he, ** ivhose passions are not strong 
onough in youth to mislead him from that path of 
science 'which his tutors, and not his inclination, 
have chalked out, by four or five years* perseverance 
will probably obtain every advantage and honour 
his college can bestow. I would compare the man 
whose youth has been thus passed in the tran- 
quillity of dispassionate prudence, to liquors that 
never ferment, and, consequently, continue always 
muddy.” 

The death of his wqa^hy father, which took place 
early in 1747, rendered Goldsmith’s situation at col- 
lege extremely irksome. His mother was left with 
little more than the means of providing for the wants 
of her household, and wus unable to furnish him 
any remittances. He would have been compelled, 
therefore, to leave college, had it not been for the 
occasional contributions of friends, the foremost 
among whom was his generous and warm-hearted 
uncle Contarine. Still these supplies were so scanty 
and precarious, that in the intervals between them 
' he was put to great straits. He had two college 
associates from whom he would occasionally borrow 
small sums ; one was an early schoolmate, by the 
name of Beatty ; the other a cousin, and the chosen 
companion of his frolics, Kobert (or rather Bob) 
Bryanton, of Ballymulvey House, near BaUymahou. 
When these casual supplies failed him he was more 
tlian once obliged to ruse funds for his immediate j 
\k’ant8 by pawning his books. At times he sank 
into despondency, but he had what he termed ** a 
kiiapk at hoping,” which soon buoyed him up ag'^iu. 
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[le began now to resort to his poetical vein as a 
source of profit) scribbling street-ballads, which he 
)riyatcly sold tor five shillings each at a shop which 
i^dlt'in such small wares of literature. He felt an 
luthor's affection for these unowned bantlings, and 
nre arc told would stroll privately through the streets 

t t night to hear them sung, listening to the comments * 
nd criticisms of by-standers, and observing the 
degree of aiiplause which each received. 

. Edmund Burke was a fellow-student with Gold- 
smith at the college. Neither tlie statesman nor the 
|boet gave promise of their future celebrity, though 
fcurke certainly surpassed his contemporary in in- 
dustry and application, and evinced more disposition 
Kor self-improvement, associating himself with a 
mumber of his fellow-students in a debating club, in 
Iwhich they discussed literary topics, and exercised 
jkhemselvGs in composition. 

, Goldsmith may likewise have belonged to this 
f association, but his propensity was rather to mingle 
with tlie gay and thoughtless. On one occasion we 
find him iiijpl|figtcd in an affair that came nigh pro- 
ducing his expulsion. A report was brought to 
college that a scholar was in the hands of th<» 
Uailiffs. This was an insult in which every gowns- 
man felt himself ^pyolved. A number of the 
scholars flew to arms, and sallied forth to battle, 
leaded by a hair-brained fellow nicknamed (Tallcws 
Walsh, noted for his aptness at mischief and fond- 
le&s for riot. The stronghold of the bailiff was 
;arried by storm, the scholar set at liberty, and the 
<lclinqu( nt catchpole borne off captive to Uie college. 
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where, having no pump to put him under, they satis- 
fied the demands of collegiate law by ducking him 
in an old cistern. 

Flushed with this signal victory, Gallows AValsh 
now huangued his followers, and proposed to break 
open Newgate, or the Black Dog, as the prison was 
£<il1ed, and effect a general jail delivery. He was 
answered by shouts of concurrence, and away went 
the throng of madcap youngsters, fully bent upon 
putting an end to the tyranny of law. They were 
joined by the mob of the city, and made an attack 
upon the prison with true Irish precipitation and 
thoughtlessness, never having provided themselves 
with cannon to bgttcr its stone walls. A few shots 
horn the prison brought them to their senses, and 
they beat a hasty retreat, two of the townsmen being 
killed, and several wounded. 

A severe scrutiny of this affair took place at the 
university. Four students, who had been ring- 
leaders, were expelled ; four others, who had been 
prominent in the affray, were publicly admonished ; 
among the latter was the unlucky Goldsmith. 

To make up for this disgrace, he gained, within a 
month afterward, one of the minor prizes of the col- 
lege. It is true it m as one of the very smallest, 
amounting in pecuniary valir» to but thirty 
shillings, but it was the first distinction he had 
gained in his whole collegiate career. This turn of 
success and sudden influx, of wealth proved too 
much for tlie head of our poor student. He forth- 
with gave a supper and dance at his chamber to a 
number of young persons of both sexes from the 
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city, indirect violation of college rules. The unwonted 
sound of the fiddle reached the cars of the implaca- 
ble Wilder. He rushed to the scene of unhallowed 
festivity, inflicted corporeal punishment on the 

father of the feast,'* and turned his astonished 
guests n^k and heels out of doors. 

lliis Sled the measure of poor Goldsmith's hu- 
miliations ; he felt degraded both within college and 
without. He dreaded the ridicule of his fellow- 
students for the ludicrous termination of his or^c, 
and he was ashamed to meet his city acquaintances 
after the degrading chastisement received in their 
presence, and after their own ignominious expulsion. 
Above all, he felt it impossible to submit any longer 
to the insulting tyranny of Wilder : he determined, 
therefore, to leave, not merely the college, but also 
his native land, and to bury what he conceived to be 
his irretrievable disgrace .in some distant country. 
He accordingly sold His books and clothes, and 
sallied forth from the college walls the very next day, 
intending to embark at Cork for — he scarce knew 
where — ^America, or any other part beyond sea. 
With his usual heedless imprudence, however, he 
loitered about Dublin until his Qn^pes were reduced 
to a shilling ; with this amount of s peci e he set out 
on his journey, 

For three whole days h« subsisted on hia shilling ; 
when that was speivc, he parted with some of the 
clothes from his back, until, reduced almost 
nakedness, he was four-and-twenty hours without 
food, insomuch that he declared a handful of grey 
pease, given to him by a girl at a wake, was one of 
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the most delicious repasts he had ever tasted. Hun- 
ger, fatigue, and destitution brought doiyii his spirit 
and calmed his anger. Fain would he have retraced 
his steps, could he have done so with any s^yo' for 
the lingerings of his pride. In this extremity he 
conveyed to his brother Henry information of his 
distress, and of the rash project on which he had 
sot out. His affectionate brother hastened to his 
relief ; furnished him with money and clothes ; 
soothed his feelings with gentle counsel ; prevailed 
upon him to return to college, and effected an indif- 
ferent reconciliation between him and Wilder. 

After this iiTcgular sally upon life ho remained 
nearly two years longer at the university, giving 
proofs of talent in occasional translations from the 
classics, for one of which he received a premium, 
awarded only to those who are the first in literary 
merit. Still he never made much figure .at college, 
his natural disinclination to study being increased 
by the harsh treatment he continued to experience 
from his tutor. 

Among the anecdotes told of him while at college 
is one indicative of that prompt, but thoughtless and 
often whimsical benevolence which throughout life 
formed one of the most eccentric, yet endearing 
points of his character. He was' engaged to break- 
fast one day with a college intimate, but failed to 
make his appearance. His friend repaired to his 
room, knocked at the door, and was bidden to enter. 
To his surprise, he found Goldsmith in his bed, im- 
mersed to his chin in feathers. A serio-comic story 
expliiiiicd the circumstance. In the course of the 
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proceeding evening's stroll he hud met with a 
woman with five children, who implored his charity. 
Her husband was in the hospital ; she W'as just from 
the country, a stranger, and destitute, without food 
or shelter for her helpless^ offspring. This was too 
much for the kind heart of Goldsmith. He wiis 
almost as poor as herself, it is true, and hud no 
money in liis pocket ; but he brought her to the 
college gate, gave her the blankets from his bed to 
cover her little brood, and part of his clothes for her 
to sell and purchase food ; and, finding himself cold 
j during the night had cut open his bed and buried 
himself among the feathers. 

At length, on the 27th of February, 1749, O* S., 
he was admitted to tho degree of Bachelor of Arts^ 
and took his final leave of the university. He 
was freed from college rule, that emancipation so 
ardently coveted by the thoughtless student, and 
which too generally launches him amid the cares, 
the hardships, and vicissitudes of life. lie was 
freed, too, from tlie brutal tyranny of Wilder. If 
his kind and placable nature could retain any re- 
sentment for past injuries, it might have been grati- 
fi(jd by learning subsequently that the passionate 
career of Wilder was terminated by a violent death 
ill the course of ^dissolute brawl ; but Goldsmith took 
no delight in the misfoi tunes even of his enemies. 

He now returned to his friends, no longer the 
studimt to sport away the happy interval of vacation, 
but the anxious man, who is henceforth to shift for 
himself and make his way through the world. In 
fact, he had no legitimate home to return to. At the 
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death of his father, the paternal house at Lissoy, in 
which Goldsmith had passed his childhood, had 
been taken by Mr. Hodson, who had married his 
sister Catherine. His mother had removed to Bal- 
lymahon, where she occupied a small house, and 
had to practice the severest frugality. His elder 
brother Henry served the curacy and taught the 
school of his late father’s parish, and lived in narrow 
circumstances at Goldsmith's birthplace, the old 
goblin>house at Pallas. 

None of his relatives were in circumstances to aid 
'him mth any thing more than a temporary home, 
and the aspect of every one seemed somewhat 
changed. In fact, his career at college had disap- 
pointed his friends, and they began to doubt his 
being the great genius they had fancied him. He 
whimsically alludes to this circumstance in that 
piece of autobiography, “The Man in Black," in 
the Citizen of the World. 

“The first opportunity my father had of finding 
his expectations disappointed was in the middling 
figure I made at the university; he had flattered 
himself that he should soon see me rising into the 
foremost rank in literary reputation, but was morti- 
fied to find me utterly unnoticed and unknown. 
His disappointment might have becnj)artly ascribed 
to his having overrated my talents, and partly to my 
dislike of mathematical reasonings at a time when 
my imagination and memory, yet unsatisfied, were 
more eager after new objects than desirous of rea- 
Bouing upon those I knew. This, however, did not 
please my tutors, who observed, indpcd, that I was 
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a little dull, but at the same time allowed that 
I flcemcd to be very goodnatured, and had no harm 
ill me.” * 

* The only one of his relatives who did not appear 
to lose faith in him was his uncle Contarinc. This 
kind and considerate man, it is said, saw in him a 
warmth of heart requiring some skill to direct, and 
a latent genius that wanted time to mature, and 
these impressions none of his subsequent follies and 
irregularities wholly obliterated. His purse and 
affection, therefore, as well as his house, were now 
open to him, and ho became his cliief counsellor and 
director after his father's death. He urged him to 
prepare for holy orders ; and others of his relatives 
concurred in the advice. Goldsmith had a settled 
repugnance to a clerical life. This has been ascribed 
by some to conscientious scruples, not considering 
himself of a temper and frame of mind for such a 
sacred office : others attributed it to his roving pro- 
pensities, and his desire to visit foreign countries ; 
he himself gives a whimsical objection in his biogra- 
phy of the “Man in Black;” — “To be obliged to 
wear a long wig when I liked a short one, or a black 
coat when I generally dressed in brown, I thought 
such a restraint upon my liberty that I absolutely 
rejected the proposal.” 

In effect, however, his scruples were overruled 
and he agreed' to qualify himself for the office. He 
was now only twenty-one, and must pass two years 
of probation. They were tw'O years of rather loiter- 
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ing unsettled life. Sometimes he ivas at Lissoy, 
participating vrith thoughtless enjoyment in the 
rur^ sports and occupations of his brother-in-laW| 
Mr. Hodson; sometimes he was with his brother* 
Henry, at the old goblin mansion at Pallas, assisting 
him occasionally in his school. The early marriage 
and unambitious retirement of Henry, though so 
BnlSiT^siire of the fond plans of his father, had proved 
happy in their results. He was already surrounded 
by a blooming family ; he was contented with his 
lot, beloved by his parishioners, and lived in the 
daily practice of all the amiable virtues, and the 
immediate enjoyment of their reward. Of the 
tender affection inspired in the breast of Goldsmith 
by the constant kindness of this excellent brother, 
and of '^he longing recollection with which, in the 
lonely wanderings of after years, he looked back 
upon this scene of domestic felicity, we have a 
touching in&tance in the well-known opening to his 
poem of “ The Traveller 

* Remote, unfrienderl, melancholy slow. 

Or by the la»y Soheld or wandering Fo ; 

• * • • • 

Where’er 1 roam, whatever realms to soe, 

My heart untraveU’d foi^ly turns to thee ; 

Still to my brother turns with ceaseless pain, 

Aiift drags at each remove a Icngtheniiig chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my eqrlicst friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 

Rless’d be that spot, w'here cheerfhl guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening hre ; 

Bless’d that abode, where want and pain repair. 

And every stranger finds a ready chair : 
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Bloss'd bo those feasts with simple plenty crown'd, 

Where all the ruddy family around 
Lau^h at tlie jests or pranks that never fail, 

Or sigh with pity at some namniful tale ; 

Or press the bashful stronger to his food, 

And learn the luxury of doing good." 

During this loitering life Goldsmith pursued no 
study, but ruther amused himself with miseellaneoua 
reading ; such as biography, travels, poetry, novels* 
plays-* everything, in short, that administered to the 
imagination. Sometimes he strolled along the banks 
of the river Imiy ; where, in after years, when h^ 
lhad become famous, his favourite seats and haunts 
{used to be pointed out. Often he joined in the rustic 
sports of thervillagcrs, and became adroit at throw- ^ 
ing the sledge, a favourite feat of activity and 
sUeiigth in Ireland. Recollections of these " healthful 
sports " we lind in his “Deserted Village 

" How often have I blew’d tlie coming day, 

Whp}i toil Unt Us turn to play, 

And all the train, from labour 

Leil up their siwrls beneath the spreading tree ; 

And m.uiy a gambol frolicked o'er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round." 

• 

A boon companion in all his rural amusements, 
was his cousin^and college crony, Robert Bryanton, 
w'ith whom he sojourned occasionally at Bally- 
inulv(‘y House in the neighbourhood. They used to 
make excursions about the country on foot, Bome- 
times tishing, sometimes hunting otter in the Inny. 
jTJiey got up a country club at the little inn of Bally- 
mahon, of which Goldsmith soon became the omle 
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and prjinie.,Mrit ; astonishing his unlettered associates 
by his learning, and being considered capital at a 
song and a story. From the rustic conviviality of 
the inn at Ballymahon, and the company which used 
to assemble there, it is surmised that he took some 
hints in after life for his picturing of Tony Lumpkin 
and his associates : ** Dick Muggins, the exciseman ; 
Jack Slang, the horse doctor ; little Aminidab, that 
grinds the music box, and Tom Twist, that spins the 
pewter platter.*' Nay, it is thought that Tony's 
•drinking song at the “Three Jolly Pigeons," was 
but a revival of one of Uie convivial catches at 
Ballymahon : 

“ Then come put the jorum about. 

And let us be merry and clever. 

Our hearts and our liquors are stout, 

Here’s the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 

Let some cry of woodcock or hare, 

Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeons, 

But of all the gay birds in tlie air, 

Hove’s health to the Three Jolly Pigeons.” 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.” 

Notwithstanding all these accomplishments and 
• this rural popularity, his friends began to shake 
\ their heads and shiug their shoulders when they 
'spoke of him.; and his brother Kerry noted with 
anything but ^^tisfaction Ms frequent visits to the 
club at Ballymahon. lie emerged, however, im- 
scatjied. from this dangerous ordeal, more fortunate 
in this respect than his comrade Bryanton ; but he 
retained throughout life a fondness for clubs : often, 
too, in the course of his checkered career, he looked 



The CtUB at Baliym^hox. 47 

back to this period of rural sports and careless en- 
joyxnentSf as one of the few suni^ spots of his 
cloudy life ; and though he ultimately rose to as- 
sociate with birds of a finer feather, his heart 
would still yearn in secret after the “Three Jolly 
Pigeons/ 
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OIIAPTBR III. 

Goldsmith rejected b}' the Bishop.— Second sally to sec the world. 

— ^Takc spassage for America. — Ship sails without him.— Ketum 

on Fiddle.back.— A hospitable friend.— The Counsellor. 

The time was now arrived for Goldsmith to apply 
for orders, and he presented himself accordingly 
before the Bishop of Elfin for ordination. We have 
Btated his great objection to clerical life, the obliga- 
tion to wear a black coat ; and, whimsical as it may 
appear, dress seems in fact to have formed an obstacle 
to hifi entrance into the church. He liad ever a 
passion for clothing his sturdy, but awkward little 
person in gay colours ; and on this solemn occasion, 
when it was to be supposed his garb w'ould be of 
suitable gravity, he appeared luRunously arrayed in 
scarlet brioches ! He was rejected by the bishop : 
some say for want of sufRcient studious preparatibn ; 
his rambles and frolics with Bob Bryanton, and his 
revels with the club at Ballymahon, having been 
much in tlie way of his theological studies ; others 
attribute his rejection to reports of his college irregu- 
larities, which the bishop had received from his old 
tyrant Wilder ; bub those who look into the matter 
with more knowing eyes, pronounce the scarlet 
breeches to have been the fundamental objection. 

My friends," says Goldsmith, speaking through 
his humourous representative, the “Man in Black” 
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— “ my friends were now perfectly satisfied I was 
undone ; and yet they thought it a pity for one that 
had not the least harm in him,, and was so very 
good-natured.*’ His uncle Contarine, however, still 
remained unwavering in his kindness, though much 
less sanguine in his expectations. He now looked 
round for a humbler sphere of action, and througli 
his influence and exertions Oliver was received as 
tutor in the family of a Mr. Flinn, a gentleman of the 
neighbourhood. The situation was apparently re- 
spectable ; he had his scat at the tabic ; and joined 
the family in their domestic recreations and their 
evening game at cards. There was a servility, how- 
ever, in his position, which was not to his taste : nor 
did his deference for the family increase upon familiar 
intercourse. He charged a member of it with un- 
fair play at cards. A violent altercation ensued, 
which ended in his throwing up his situation as 
tutor. On being paid off he found himself in pos- 
session of an unheard-of amount of money. His 
wandering propensity and his desire to see the world, 
were instantly in the ascendency. WitHSit com- 
municating his plans or intentions to his Mends, he 
procured a good horse, and with thirty pounds in 
his pocket, made his second sally forth into the 
world. 

The worthy niece and housekeeper of the hero of 
La Mancha could not have been more surprised and 
dismayed at one of the Don’s clandestine expedi- 
tions, than were the mother and friends of Gold- 
smith when they heard of his mysterious departure. 
Weeks elapsed, and nothing was seen or heard of 

D 
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him. It was feared that he had left the country on 
one of his wandering freaks, and hU poor mother 
was reduced almost to despair, when one day he 
arrived at her door almost as forlorn in plight as the 
prodigal son. Of his thirty pounds not a shilling 
was left ; and, instead of the goodly steed on which 
he had issued forth on his errantry, he was mounted 
on a sorry little pony, which he had nicknamed 
Fiddle-back. As soon as his mother was well as- 
sured of his safety, she rated him soundly for his 
inconsiderate conduct. His brothers and sisters, who 
were tenderly attached to him, interfered, and suc- 
ceeded in mollifying her ire ; and whatever lurking 
anger the good dame might have, was no doubt ef- 
fectually vanquished by the following whimsical 
narrative which he drew up at his brother’s house 
and dispatched to her. 

** My dear mother, if you will sit down and calmly 
listen to what I say, you shall be fully resolved in 
every one of those many questions you ha^e asked 
, me. 1 went to Cork, and inverted, my horse, 
which ;)^u prize so much higher than Fiddlc-baek, 
in tp ca sh,, took my passage in a ship bound for 
America, and, at the same time, paid the captain for 
my freight and all the other expenses of my voyage. 
But it 80 happened that the wind did not answer for 
three weeks ; and you know, ntbthcr, that I could 
not command the elements. My misfortune was, 
tliat, when the wind served, 1 happened to be with 
a party in the country, and my friend the captain 
never inquired after me, but set sail with as much 
iudiffcrtiicc as if I had been on board, The r... 
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Inainder of my time I employed in the city and its 
pnvirons, viewing everything curious, and you know 
no one can starve while he has money in his 
pocket. 

t *'Keduccd, however, to my last two guineas, I 
^cgan to think of my dear mother and friends whom 
|t had left behind me, and so bought that generous 
|bcast Fiddle-back, and bade adieu to Cork with 
jonly five shillings in my pocket. This, to be sure, 
Vtis but a scanty allow'ance for man and horse 
^tow'ards a journey of above a hundred miles ; but 1 
jdid not despair, for I knew I must find friends on 
ithe road. 

j ** I recollected particularly an old and faithful ac- 
quaintance I made at college, who had often and 
parnestly pressed me to spend a summer with him, 
jand he lived but eight miles from Cork. This cir- 
cumstance of vicinity he would expatiate on to me 
/with peculiar emphasis. * We shall,* says he, ‘ enjoy 
the delights of both city and country, and you shall 
command my stable and my purse.* 

** However, upon the way 1 met a poor woman all 
in tears, who told me her husband had been arrested 
for a debt he was not able to pay, and that his eight 
childi'on must now starve, bereaved as they were of 
his industry, which had been their only'support. I 
thought my selfat h6me, being not, far from my good 
friend's house, and therefore parted wdth a moiety of 
iall my store ; and pray, mother, ought I not have 
jgiven her the otlier half crown, for what she got 
^'oukl be of little use to her 5 However, I soon 
arrived at the mansion of my affectionate friend, 

D 2 
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guarded by the vigilance of a huge mastiff, who flew 
at me and h'ould have torn me to pieces but for the 
assistance of a woman, whose countenance was not 
less grim than that of the dog ; yet she urith gieat 
humanity relieved me flromthe jaws of this Cerberus, 
and was prevailed on to carry up my name to her 
master. 

“ Without suffering me to wait long, my old friend, 
who was then recovering from a severe fit of sick- 
ness, came down in his nightcap, nightgown, and 
slippers, and embraced me with the most cordial 
welcome, showed me in, and, after giving me a 
history of his indisposition, assured me that he con- 
sidered himself peculiarly fortunate in having under 
his roof the man he most loved on earth, and whose 
stay with him must, above all things, contribute to 
perfect his recovery. I now repented sorely I had 
not given the jwor woman the other half crown, 
as I thought all my bills of humanity would be punc- 
tually answered by this worthy man. I revealed to 
him my whole soul ; I opened to him all my 
distressed ; and freely owned that 1 had but one half 
crown in my pocket ; but that now, like a ship after 
weathering out the storm, I considered myself secure 
in a safe and hospitable harbour, lie made no 
answer, but walked about the room, rubbing his 
hands as one in deep study. This I imputed to the 
sympathetic feelings of a tender heart, which in- 
creased my esteem for him, and, as that increased, 

I gave the most favourable interpretation to his 
silence. I construed it into delicacy of sentiment, 
ag if he dreaded to w^ound my pride by expressing 
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his comm^eratipn in words^ leaving his generous 
conduct to speak for itself. 

It now approached six o’clock in the evening ; 
and as I had eaten no breakfast, and as my spirits 
were raised, my appetite for dinner .grew uncom- 
monly keen. At length the old woman came into 
the room with two plates, one spoon, and a dirty 
cloth, which she laid upon the table. This ap- 
pearance, without increasing my spirits, did not 
diminish my appetite. My protectress soon returned 
with a small bowl of sago, a small porringer of sour 
milk, a loaf of stale brown bread, and the heel of 
I an old cheese all over crawling with mitea My 
friend apologized that his illness obliged him to live 
on slops, and that better fare was not in the house ; 
observing, at the some time, that a milk diet was 
certainly the most healthful ; and at eight o’clock 
he again recommended a regular life, declaring that 
for his part he would lie 4ovm vsith the lamb and rise 
with ike lark. My hunger was at this time so ex- 
ceedingly shup thatl wished for another slice of the 
loaf, but was obliged to go to bed without even that 
refreshment. 

**This len^^n entertainment I had received made ^ 
me resolve to depart as soon as possible ; accordingly, 
next morning, whAi I spoke of going, he did not 
oppose my resolution; he rather commended my 
design, adding some very sage counsel upon the occa- 
sion. ‘ To be sure,’ said he, « the longer you stay 
away from your mother the more you wll griey^ biSC,. 
iiiul your other friends ; and possibly they^are already 
uiHif'ted at hearing of this foolish expedition you 
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have made.' Notwithstanding all this, and w'ithout 
any hope of softening such a sordid heart, I again 
renewed the tale of my distress, and asking *iiow 
he thought I could travel above a hundred miles 
upon one half crown r’ I bogged ti> borrow a single 
guinea, which I assured him should be repaid with 
thanks. ‘ And you know, sir,' said I, * it is no more 
than 1 have done for you.* To which he firmly 
answered, ‘ Why, look you, Mr. Goldsmith, that is 
neither here nor there. I have paid you all you 
ever lent me, and this sickness of mine has left me 
bue of cash. But 1 have bethought myself of a 
. conveyance for you; sell your horse, and I wdll 
‘ furnish you a much better one to ride on.' I readily 
' gi^Qsped. at his proposal, and begged to see the nag * 
on which he led me to his bed chamber, and from 
under the bed he pulled out a stout oak stick. 
* Here he is,' said he ; * take this in your hand, and 
it will carry you to your mother's with more safety 
than such a horse as you ride.' I was in doubt, 
when I got it into my hand, whether I should not, 
^ in the first place, apply it to his pate ; but a rap at 
] the street door made the wretch ily to it, and when 
' 7 returned to the parlour, he introduced me, as it 
nothing of the kind had happened, to the gentleman 
who entered, as Mr. Goldsmitfi, his most ingenious 
and worthy fnend, of whom he had so often heard 
him speak with rapture. I could scarcely compose 
myself ; and must have betrayed indignation in my 
mien to the stranger, who was a counsellor-at-law in 
the neighbourhood, a man of engaging aspect and 
4 >oUte address. 
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** After spending an hoar, he asked my friend and 
me to dine with him at his house. This 1 declined 
atdirst, as I wished to have no further communica- 
tion with my hospitable friend ; but at the solicitation 
of both I at last consented, determined as 1 was by 
two motiyes ; one,, that I was pi^iu^jM^JjSiiiavaur 
of the looks and manner of the counsellw; and the 
other, that 1 stood in need of a comfortable dinner. 
And there, indeed, I found everything that 1 could 
wish, abundance without profusion, and elegance 
without affectation. In the evening, when my old 
friend, who had eaten very plentifully at his neigh- 
bour's table, but talked again of lying down with 
the lamb, made a motion to me for retiring, our 
generous host requested I should take a bed with 
him, upon which I plainly told my old lEHend that he 
might go home and take care of the horse he had 
given me, but that 1 should never re-enter his doors. 
He went away with a laugh, leaving me to add this 
to the other little things the counsellor already knew 
of his plausible neighbour. 

** And now, my dear mother, 1 found sulEcient to 
reconcile me to all my follies ; for here I spent three 
whole days. The counsellor had two sweet girls to 
his daughters, who played enchantingly on the 
harpsichord ; and ^et it was hut a melancholy plea- 
sure 1 felt the first time 1 heard them ; for that being 
the first time also that either of them had touched 
the instrum^ent since their mother's death, I saw the 
tc^in silence trickle down their father!s chjSlfikB. 
levery day endeavoured to go away, but every day 
was pressed and obliged to stay. On my going, the 
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counsellor offered me his purse, with a horse and 
servant to convey me home ; but the latter I de- 
clined, and only took a guinea to bear my necessary 
expenses on the road. 

“Oliver Goldsmith. 

To Mrs. Anne Goldsmith, Ballymahon.” 

Such is the story given by the poet-errant of this 
his second sally in quest of adventures. We cannot 
but think it was here and there touched up a little 
with the fanciful pen of the future essayist, with a 
view to amuse his mother and soften her vexation ; 
but even in these respects it is valuable as showing 
The early play of his humour, and his happy knack 
of extracting sweets from that worldly experience 
which to others yields nothing but bitterness. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Sallies forth as a law student.— Stumbles at the outset.— Cousin 
Jane and the valentine. — A family oracle.— Sallies forth as a 
student of medicine.— Hocus-pocus of a boarding-house.— 
Transformations of a leg of mutton. — The mock ghost.— 
Sketches of Sr^otland.— Trials of toadyism. — A poet's purse for 
a Continental tour. 

A NEW consultation was held among Goldsmith's 
friends as to his future course, and it was determined 
he sh(mld try the law. His uncle Contarine agreed 
to advance the necessary funds, and actually fur- 
nished him with fifty pounds, with which he set off 
for London, to enter on his studies at the Temple. 
Unfortunately, he fell in company at Dublin with a 
Roscommon acquaintance, one whose wits had been 
sharpened about town, who beguiled him into a 
gambling-house, and soon left him as penniless as 
when he bestrode the redoubtable Fiddle-back. 

He was so ashamed of this fresh instance of gross 
hcedlossness and imprudence, that he remained some 
time in Dublin ^vithout communicating to his friends 
his destitute co^-dition. They heard of it, however, 
and he was invited back to the country, and indul- 
gently forgiven by his generous uncle, but less 
readily by liis mother, who was mortified and dis- 
heartened at seeing all her early hope s of him so 
repeatedly b lighte d. His brother Henry, too, began 
to lose patience at these successive fftRures, resulting 
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from thoughtless indiacretioxi ; and a quarrel took 
place, which fur some time interrupted their usually 
affectionate intercourse. 

The only home where poor erring Goldsmith still 
received a welcome, was the parsonage of his affec- 
tionate forgiving uncle. Here he used to talk of 
literature with the good simple-hearted man, and 
delight liim and his daughter with his verses. J ane, 
liis early playmate, was now the woman grown; 
their intercourse was of a more intellectual kind 
than formerly ; they discoursed of poetry and music ; 
she played on the harpsichord, and he accompanied 
her w’ith his flute. The music may not have been 
\very ai;{j^tic, as he never performed but by ear ; it 
lud probably as much merit as the poetry, which, if 
we may judge by the following specimen, was as yet 
but juvenile : 

TO A YOUNG LADY ON VALENTINE’S DAY, 

WITH THE DIUWXNO OF A HEART. 

With sabiniasion at your shrine, 

Comes a heart your Valentine ; 

From the side where once it grew, 

See it panting flies to you. 

Take it, foir one, to your breast, 

Soothe the fluttering thing to< "est ; 
het the gentle, spotless toy, 

Be your sweetest, greatest joy ; 

night when wrapp’d in sleep. 

Next your heart the conquest keep ; 

Or if dreams your fmicy mmi'e. 

Heat It whisper me und love ; 

Then in pity to the swain, 

Wbo must heartless else remain. 
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Soft 08 gentle dewy 8 how*rs, 

Slow descend on Afirll flowers ; 

Soft as gentle riv'lets glide. 

Steal unnoticed to my side ; 

If the gem you have to spare. 

Take your own and place it there. 

If this valentine was intended for the fair Jane, 
and expressive of a tender sentiment indulged by 
the stripling poet, it was unavailing ; as not long 
afterwards she was married to a Mr. Lawder. We 
trust, however, it was but a poetical passion of that 
transient kind which grows up in idleness and 
exhales itself in rhyme. While Oliver was thus 
piping and poetizing at the parsonage, his uncle 
Contarine received a visit from Dean Goldsmith ot 
Cloyne ; a kind of magnate in the wide, but impro* 
vident family connection, throughout which his 
word was law and almost gospel. This august dig- 
nitary was pleased to discover signs of talent in 
Oliver, and suggested that as he had attempted di- 
vinity and law without success, he should now try 
physic. The advice came from too important a 
source to be disregarded, and it was determined to 
send him to Edinburgh to commence his studies. ^ 
Tlie Dean having given the advice, added to it, we 
trust, his blessing, but no money; that was fur- 
nished from the scantier purses of Goldsmith's 
brother, his sister (Mrs. Hodson) aud his cv^t*ready 
uncle Contarine. 

It was in the autxunn of 1762 that Goldsmith 
arrived in Edinburgh. His outset in that city came 
near adding to the list of his indiscretions and dU* 
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asters. Having taken lodgings at hap>hazard, he 
left his trunk there, containing all his worldly 
effects, and sallied forth to see the town. After 
sauntering about the streets until a late hour, he 
thought of returning home, when, to his con- 
fusion, he found he had not acquainted himself with 
the name cither of his landlady or of the street in 
which she lived. Fortunately, in the height of his 
whimsical perplexity, he met the cawdy or porter, 
who had carried his trunk, and who now served him 
as a guide. 

He did not remain long in the lodgings in which 
he had put up. The hostess was too adroit at that 
hocus-pqcus of the table which often is practised in 
cheap boarding-houses. No one could conjure a 
single joint through a greater variety o>! forms. A 
loin of mutton, according to Goldsmith's account, 
would serve him and two fellow-students a whole 
week. “ A brandered chop was served up one day, 
a fned steak another, collops with onion sauce a 
third, and so on until the fleshy parts were quite 
consumed, when finally a dish of broth was manu- 
factured from the bones on the seventh day, and the 
.landlady rested from her labours." Goldsmith had 
a good-humoured mode of taking things, and for a 
short time amused himself with the* shifts and ex- 
pedients of his landlady, which struck him in a 
ludicrous manner; he soon, however, fell in with 
fellow-students from his own country, whom he 
joined at more eligible quarters. 

He now attended medical lectures and attached 
himself to an associntion of students called tlic 



Attknds Medioa-l Lectvreb. 


61 


Medical Society. He set out, as usual, with the 
best intentions, but, as usual, soon fell into idle, 
convivial, thoughtless habits. Edinburgh was in- 
deed a place of sore trial for one of his tempera- 
ment. Convivial meetings were all the vogue, and 
the tavern was the universal rallying-place of good- 
fellowship. And then Goldsmith's intimacies lay 
chiefly among the Irish' students, who were always 
ready for a wild freak and frolic. Among them he 
was a prime favourite and somewhat of a leader, 
from his exuberance of spirits, his vein of humour, 
and his talent at singing an Irish song, and telling 
an Irish story. 

His usual carelessness in money matters attended 
him. Though his supplies' from home were scanty 
and irregular, he never could bring himself into 
habits of prudence and economy; often he was strip- 
ped of all his present finances at play; often he 
lavished them away in fits of unguarded charity or 
generosity. Sometimes among his boon companions 
he assumed a ludicrous s'^s^gge^ in money matters, 
which no one afterward was more ready than him- 
self to laugh at. At a convivial meeting with a 
number of his fellow-students, he suddenly proposed 
to draw lots with any one present which of the two 
should treat the whole party to the play. The mo- 
ment the proposttion had bolted from his lips, his 
heart was in his throat “ To my great though se- 
cret joy," said he, ‘‘they all declined the challenge. 
Had it been accepted, and had I proved- the loecr, a 
part of my wardrobe must hwe been pledged in 
order to rnise the money." 
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At another of these meetings there was an earnest 
dispute on the question of ghosts, some being firm 
believers in the possibility of departed spirits re- 
turning to visit their friends and familiar haunts. 
One of the disputants set sail the next day for London , 
but the vessel put back through stress of weather. 
His return was unknown except to one of the be- 
lievers in ghosts, who concerted with him a trick to 
be played off on the opposite party. In the evening, 
at a meeting of the students, the discussion was re- 
newed ; and one of the most strenuous opposers of 
ghosts was asked whether he considered himself 
proof against ocular demonstration t persisted 
in his scoffing. Some solenm process of conjnratiou 
was performed, and the comrade supposed to be on 
his way to London made his appearance. The effect 
was fatal. The unbeliever fainted at the and 
ultimately went mad. We have no account of what 
share Goldsmith took in this transaction, at which 
he was present. 

The following letter to his friend Bryanton, con- 
tains some of Goldsmith's impressions concerning 
Scotland and its inhabitants, and gives indications 
of tliat humour which characterized some of his later 
writings. 

Robert Bryanton, at Ballymahon, Ireland, 

•* Edinburgh, Sept^ber 26th, 1753. 

“My DBAU Bob, 

“ How many good excuses (and you know 1 was 
ever goou at an excuse) might I call up to vindicate 
my past shameful silence, I might tell how I wrote 
a Icng letter on my first coming hither, and seem 
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vastly angry at my not receiving an answer ; I might 
allege that business (with business you know I was 
always pestered) had never given me time to finger 
a pen. Biit I suppress those and twenty more as 
plausible, and as easily invented, since they might 
be attended with a slight inconvenience of being 
known to be lies. Let me then speak truth. An 
hereditary indolence (I have it from the mother’s 
side) has hitherto prevented my writing to you; and 
still prevents my writing at least twenty-live letters 
more, due to my friends in Ireland. No turn-spit- 
dog gets up into his wheel with more reluctance than 
1 F«t down to write ; yet no dog ever loved the roast 
he turns better than I do him I now address. 

“ \et what shall I say now I am entered ? Shall 
I tiro yon with a description of this imfruitful coun- 
try; : were I must lead you over their hills all brown 
with hcntii, or their valleys scarcely able to feed a 
rabbit ? Man alone seems to be the only creature 
who has iirrived to the natural size in this poor soil. 
Every part of the country presents the same dismal 
landscape. No grove, nor brook, lend their music 
to cheer the stranger, or make the inhabitants forget 
their poverty. Yet with all these disadvantages to 
call him down to humility, a Scotchman is one of 
the proudest things alive. The poor have pride ever 
ready to relieve ^em. If mankind should happen 
to despise them, they arc masters of their own ad- 
miration ; and that ^cy can plentifully bestow upon 
themselves. 

From their pride and poverty, as I take it, re- 
sults one advantage this country enjoys; namely, 
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the gentlemen hero are mucjh better bred tlitin 
among us. No sueh character here ns our fox> 
hunters; and they have expressed great surprise 
when I informed them, that some men in Ireland of 
^ one thousand pounds a year, spend their whole lives 
; in running after a hare, and drinking to be drunk. 
Truly if such a being, equipped in his hunting dress, 
came among a circle of Scotch gentry, they would 
behold him with the same astonishment that a coun- 
tryman does King George on horseback. 

“ The men here have generally high cheek bones, 
and are lean and swarthy, fond of action, dancing in 
particular. Now that I have mentioned dancing, 
let me say something of their balls, which are very 
frequent here. WTien a stranger enters the dancing- 
hall, he sees one end of tlie room taken up by tlio 
ladies, who sit dismally m a group by themselves ; — 
in the other end stand their pensive partners that 
are to be; — but no more intercourse between the 
sexes than there is between two countries at war. 
The ladies indeed may ogle, and the gentlemen sigh ; 
but an embargo is laid on any closer commerce. 
At length, to interrupt hostilities, the lady directress, 
or intendant, or what you will, pitches upon a lady 
and gentleman to walk a minuet; which they per- 
form with a formality that approaches to despond- 
ence. After Ave or six couple have thus walked 
the gauntlet, all stand up to country dances ; each 
gentleman furnished with a partner from the afore- 
said lady directress; so they dance much, say 
nothing, and thus concludes our assembly. I told a 
Scotch gentleman that such profound silence re- 
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Bcmbledthc ancient procession of the Roman matrons 
in honoiir of Ceres ; and the«Scotch gentleman told 
me, (and, faith I believe he was right,) that I was a 
^ very great pedant for my pains. 

“ Now I am come to the ladies ; and to show that 
1 love Scotland, and every thing that belongs to so 
charming a country, I insist on it, and will give him 
leave to break my head that denies lt--that the Scotch 
ladies are ten thousand times finer and handsomer 
than the Irish. To be sure, now, I see your sisters 
Hetty and Peggy vastly surprised at my partiality* 
—but tell them flatly, I don't value them— or their 

fine skins, or eyes, or good sense, or , a potato ; 

— for I say, and will maintain it ; and as a convinc- 
ing proof (I am in a groat passion) of what 1 assert* 
the Scotch ladies say it themselves. But to be less 
serious ; where will you find a language so prettily 
become a pretty mouth as the broad Scotch ? And 
the women here speak it in its highest puiity ; for 
instance, teach one of your young ladies at home to 
pronounce the “ Whoar wull I gong?" with a be- 
coming widening of mouth, and I'll lay my life they'll 
wound every hearer. 

“ We have no such character here as acoquet, but 
alas ! how many envious prudes ! Some days ago I 
walked into my Lord Kilcoubry's (don't be surprised, 
my lord is but a ^over),* when the Duchess of 

• William Maclcllan, who claimed the Ufle, and whose son 
succeeded in establishing the claim in 1778. The father is said 
to have voted at the election of the sixteen Peers for Scotland; 
and to have sold gloves in the lohbF at this and other puulic 
asicmblages. 
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Hamilton (that fair who sacrificed her beauty to her 
ambition, and her inward peace to a title and gilt 
equipage) passed by i& her chariot ; her battered 
husband, or more properly the guardian of her 
charms, sat by her side. Straight envy began, in 
the shape of no less than tliree ladies who sat with 
me, to find faults in her faultless form. — ‘ For my 
part,* says the first, ‘I think what I always thought, 
that the Duchess has too much of the red in her 
complexion.' * Madam, I am of your opinion,' says 
the second ; * I think her face has a palish cast too 
much on the delicate order.' * And, let me tell you,' 
added the third lady, whose mouth was puckered up 
to the size of on issue, * that the Duchess has fine 
lips, but she wants a mouth.' — ^At this every lady 
drew up her mouth as if going to pronounce the 
letter P. 

** But how ill, my Bob, does it become me to ridi- 
cule women with whom I have scarcely any corre- 
spondence ! There are, 'tis certain, handsome women 
here ; and 'tis certain they have handsome men to 
keep them company. An ugly and poor man is 
society only for himself ; and such society the world 
lets me enjoy in great abundance. Fortune has 
given you circumstances, and nature a person to 
ook charming in the eyes of the fair. Nor do 1 
envy my dear Bob such blessingp, while I may sit 
down and laugh at the world and at myself — the 
most ridiculous object in it. But you see 1 am 
grown downright splenatic, and perhaps the fit may 
continue till I receive an answer to this. 1 know 
you cannot send me much news from Ballymahon, 
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but such as it is, send it all ; everything you send 
will be agreeable to me. 

“ Has George Conway put up a sign yet ; or John 
Binley left off drinking drams ; or Tom Allen got a 
new wig ? But I leave you to your own choice what 
to write. While I live, know you have a true friend 
in yours, &c. &c. &c. 

** Oliver Goldsmith. 

“P.S. — Give my sincere respects (not compli- 
ments, do you mind) to your agreeable family, and 
give my service to my mother, if you see her ; for, 
as you express it in Ireland, 1 have a sneaking kind- 
ness for her still. Direct to me, , Student in 

Physic, in Edinburgh.” 

Nothing worthy of preservation appeared from his 
pen during his residence in Edinburgh ; and indeed 
his poetical powers, highly as they had been esti- 
mated by his friends, had not as yet produced any- 
thing of superior merit. He made on one occasion 
a month's excursion to the Highlands. “ 1 set out 
the first day on foot,” sa;^s he, in a letter to his uncle 
Contarinc, **but an ill-natured corn I have on my 
toe, has for the future prevented that cheap mode of 
travelling *, so the second day I hired a horse, about 
the size of a ram, and he walked away (trot he 
could not) as pensive os his master.” 

During his residence in Scotland his convivial 
talents gained him at one time attentions in a high 
quarter, which, however,* he had the good sense to 
appreciate correctly. “I have spent,” says ho, in 
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one of liis letters, “more than a fortnighi «veiy 
second day at the Duke of Hamilton's ; but it seems 
they like me more as a jester than as a companion, 
•o I disdained so servile an employment as unworthy 
my calling as a physician.** Here we again find the 
origin of another passage in his autobiography, 
under the character of the “ Man in Black/* wherein 
that worthy figures as a flatterer to a great man. 
“ At first," says he, “ I was surprised that the situa- 
tion of a flatterer at a great man's table could be 
thought disagreeable ; there was no great trouble in 
listening attentively when his lordship spoke, and 
laughing when he lobked round for applause, lliis, 
even good manners might have obliged me to per- 
form. 1 found, however, too soon, his lordship was 
a greater dunce than myself, and from that moment 
flattery was at an end. I now rather aimed at set- 
ting him right, than at receiving his absurdities witli 
submission ; to flatter those we do not know is an 
easy task ; but to flatter our intimate acquaintances, 
all whose foibles are strongly in our eyes, is drudgery 
insupportable. Every time I now opened my lips in 
praise, my falsehood went to my conscience ; his 
lordship soon perceived me to be very unfit for his 
service : I was therefore discharged ; my patron at 
the same lime being graciously pleased to observe 
that he believed I was tolerably good-natured, and 
hud not the least harm in me.** 

After spending two winters at Edinburgh, Gold- 
smith prepared to finish his medical studies on the 
Continent, for which his uncle Contarine agreed to 
fiirnish the funds. “1 intend," said he, in a Icttei 
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to his uncle, “ to visit Fans, where the great Far- 
heim, Petit, and Du Hammel de Monceau instruct 
their pupils in all the branches of medicine. They 
speak French, and consequently I shall have much 
the advantage of most of my countrymen, as I am 
perfectly acquainted with that language, and few 
who leave Ireland arc so. I shall spend the spring 
and summer in Paris, and the beginning of next 
winter go to Leyden. The great Albinus is still 
alive there, and 'twill be proper to go, though only 
to have it said that we have studied in so famous a 
university. 

“ As I shall not have another opportunity of re- 
ceiving money from your bounty till my return to 
Ireland, so I have drawn for the last sum that I hope 
I shall ever trouble you for ; 'tis £*20, And now, 
dear sir, let me acknowledge the humility of the 
station in which you found me ; lot me tell how I 
was despised by most, and hateful to myself. Poverty, 
^ihopeless poverty, was my lot, and Melancholy was 
•beginning to make me her own. When you — — but 
I stop hero, to inquire how your hejilth goes on ? 
How does my cousin Jenny, and has she recoxfired 
her late complaint? How does my poor Jack Gold- 
smith ? I fear his disorder is of such a nature as he 
won't easily recov&r, I wish, my dear sir, yoi. 
would make me happy by another letter before I go 
abroad, for there 1 shall hardly hear from you. * * 
Give my — ^how shall I express it ? Give my earnest 
love to Mr. and Mrs. Lawder." 

Mrs. Lawder was Jane, his early playmate’— the 
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object of his valentine— his first poetical inspiration. 
She had been for some time married. 

Medical instruction, it will be perceived, was the 
ostensible motive for tliis visit to the Continent, but 
the real one, in all probability, was hislong>chcrished 
ilesire to see foreign parts. This, however, he would 
not acknowledge even to himself, but sought to 
reconcile his roving propensities with some grand 
moral purpose. “I esteem the traveller who in- 
structs the heart,” says he, in one of his subsequent 
writings, ** but despise him who only indulges the 
imagination. A man who leaves home to mend 
himself and others, is a philosopher; but he who 
goes from country to country guided by the blind 
impulse of curiosity, is only a vagabond.” He, of 
course, was to travel as a philosopher, and in truth 
his outfits for a Continent^ tour were in character. 
** I shall carry just £33 to France,” said he, “with 
good store of clothes, shirts, &c., and that with 
economy will suffice.” He forgot to make mention 
of his flute, which it will be found had occasionally 
to come in play when economy could not repl^ish 
his purse, nor philosophy find him a supper. Thus 
slenderly provided with money, prudence or expe- 
rience, and almost as slightly guarded against “hard 
knocks” as the hero of La Mancha, whose head- 
piece was half iron, half pasteboard, he made his 
final sally forth upon the world ; hoping all things ; 
believing all things : little anticipating the chequered 
ills in store for him ; little thinking when he penned 
his valedictory letter to his good uncle Contarine, 
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th^t he to ^ him ne>!3p| to 

return after all his wandering to the friend of 
his infancy ; never to revisit his early and fondly- 
remembered haunts at ** sweet Liasoy ** and Bally- 
mahon. 
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CHArXER V. 

The aRreeabla felluw-pawngers.— >Ri<tkB from fnendit pickad up 
by the way<eide.*— Sketches of Holland and the Dutch.— Shifts 
while a poor student at Leyden —The tulip speculation — 
The provident flute.— Sojourn at Pan<«.— Sketch of VolUiic.— 
Travellmg shifts of a philosophic vagabond. 

His usual indiscretion attended Goldsmith at tho 
very outset of his foreign enterprise. He had in- 
tended to take shipping at Leith for Holland ; but 
on arriving at that port, he found a ship about to 
sail for Bordeaux, with six agreeable passengers, 
whose acquaintance he had probably made at the 
inn. He was not a man to resist a sudden impulse ; 
so, instead of embarking for Holland, he found him- 
self ploughing the seas on his way to the other side 
of the continent. Scarcely had the ship been two 
_ days at sea, when she was ^iven by stress of weather 
to Newcastle-upon-Tyne. Here, of course. Gold- 
smith and his agreeable fellow-passengers found it 
expedient to go on shore and **iTe&esh themselves 
after the fatigues of the voyage." Of course, they 
frolicked and made merry until a late honr in the 
evening, when, in the midst of their hilwty, the 
'door was burst open, and a serjeant and twelve 
grenadiexs entered with fixed bayonets, and took the 
whoit convivial party prisoners 
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It seems that the agreeable companions with whom 
our green-horn had struck up such a sudden inti- 
macy, were Scotchmen in the French service, who 
had been in Scotland enlisting recruits for the 
French army. 

In vain Goldsmith protested his innocence; he 
was marched off with his feilow-reveUers to prison, 
whence he with difficulty obtained his release at 
the end of a fortnight. With his customary facility, 
however, atpidliating his misadventures, he found 
everything turn out for the best. His imprisonment 
saved his life, for during his detention the ship 
proceeded on her voyage, but was wrecked at the 
mouth of the Garonne and all on board perished. 

Goldsmith's second embarkation was for Holland 
direct, and in nine days he arrived at Rotterdam, 
whence he proceeded, without any more deviations, 
to Leyden. He gives a whimsical picture, in one 

his letters, of the appearance of the Hollanders. 
“The modern Dutchman is quite a different creature 
from him of former times : he in everything imitates 
a Frenchman but in his easy, disengaged air. He is 
vastly ceremonious, and is, perhaps, exactly what 
a Frenchman might have been in the reign or , 
Louis XIV. Such are the better bred. But the 
downright Hollander is one of the oddest figures 
in nature. Upon a lank head of hair he wears a 
half-cocked narrow hat7 laced with black riband ; no 
coat, but seven waistcoats and nine pair of breeches, 
so that his hips reach up almost to his armpits. This 
well-clothed vegetable is now fit to see company or 
make love. But what a pleasing creature is the 
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object of his appetite ! why, she wears a large fur 
cap, with a deal of Flanders lace ; and for every 
pair of breeches he carries, she puts on two petti* 
coats. 

“ A Dutch lady bums nothing about her phlegm- 
atic admirer but his tobacco. You .must know, sir, 
every woman carries in her hand a stove of coals, 
which, when she sits, she snugs under her petticoats, 
and at this chimney dozing Strephon lights his 
pipe.* 

In the same letter he contrasts Scotland and Hol- 
land. ** There lulls and rocks intercept ever}' pros- 
pect ; here it is all a continued plain. There you 
might see a w'ell-dressed duchess issuing &om a dirty 
close, and here a dirty Dutchman inhabiting a palace. 
The Scotch i^nay be compared to a tulip, planted in 
dung ; but I can never see a Dutchman in his own 
house, but 1 think of a magnlhcent Egyptian temple 
dedicated to an ox.’* 

The country itself awakened his admiration. 
“Nothing,** said he, “can equal its beauty; 
wherever I turn my eyes, fine houses, elegant gar- 
dens, statues, grottoes, vistas, present themselves; 
but wh^ you enter their towns you are charmed 
beyond description. No misery is to be seen here ; 
every one is usefully employed,** And again, in 
his noble description in “ The Traveller ;*’ 

*' To men of other minds my fancy flies, 

ImbosomM in the deep -where Holland lies. 

Methinks her patient sons before iho stand. 

Where the broad ocean leans aiminst the land, 

And, scdnlous to stop the oomin)? tide, 

Lift the tall raininre’s ariiiicial p, idc. 
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Onward, methinks, and diligently alow, 

The firm connected bulwark seems to grow ; 

Spreads its long arms amid the watery roar. 

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 

While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world before him smile ; 

The slow canal, the yellow blossom'd vale. 

The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation rescued from his rcign.'^ 

He remained. about a year at Leyden, attensling 
the lectures of Gaubius on chemistry, and Albinus 
on'miatomy; though his studies arc said to have 
been miscellaneous, and directed to literature rather 
than science. The thirty-three pounds with which 
he had set out on his travels were soon consumed, 
and he was put to many a shift to meet his expenses 
until his precarious remittances should arrive. He 
had a good friend on these occasions in a fellow- 
student and countryman, named ISllis, who after- 
awards rose to eminence as a physician. He used 
frequently to small sums to Goldsmith, which 
were always scrupulously paid. Ellis discovered 
the inn^e merits of the poor awkward student, and 
used to declare in after life that it was a common 
remark in Leyden, that in all the peculiarities of* 
Goldsmith, an elevation of mind was to be noted ; 
a philosophioaTtone and manner ; the feelmgs of a 
gentleman, and the language and information of a 
scholar." 

Sometimes in his emergencies, Goldsmith under- 
took to teach the English language. It is true he 
'I was ignorant of the Dutch, but he had a smattering 
of the French, picked up among the Irish priests s* 
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Ballymahon. He depicts his whimsical embarrass- 
ment in this respect, in his account in the Vicar of 
Wakefield of the phiUaophical mgahond who went 
to Holland to teach the natives English, without 
knowing a word of their own language. Sometimes, 
when so^el7:.piuchedi and sometimes, perhaps, when 
flush,, he resorted to the gambling tables, which in 
those days abounded in Holland. His good friend 
Ellis repeatedly warned him againsi this unfortunate 
propensity, but in vain. It brought its own cure, 
or rather its own punishment, by stripping him of 
every shilling. ' v 

Ellis once more stepped in to his relief with a true 
Irishman's generosity, but with more considerateness 
than generally characterizes an Irishman, for he 
only granted pecuniary aid on condition of his quit- 
ting the spjvgre of danger. Goldsmith gladly con • 
sented to leave HoUsnd, being anxious to visit other 
parts. He intended to proceed to Paris and pursue 
his studies there, and was furnished by his friend 
with money for the journey. Unluckily, he rambled 
into the garden of a florist just before* quitting Ley- 
den. The tulip mania was still prevalent in HoUand, 
^and some species of that splendid flower brought 
immense prices. In wandering through the garden 
(ioldsmith recollected that his uncle Contarine was 
a tulip fancier. The thought suddenly struck him 
tliat here was an opportunity of testifying, in a 
delicate manner,, his sense of that generous uncle’s 
past kindnesses. In an instant his hand was in his 
pocket ; a number of choice and costly tulip-roots 
were purchased^ and packed up for Mr. Contarine : 
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find it was not until he had paid for them that he 
bethought himself that he had spent all the money 
Oorrowed for his travelling expenses. Too proud, 
however, to give up his journey, and too shamefaced 
to make another appeal to his friend's liberality, he 
determined to travel on foot, and depend upon chance 
and good luck for the means of getting forward ; and 
it is said that he actually set off on a tour of the 
Continent, in February, 1775, with but one spare 
shirt, a flute, and a single guinea. 

** Blessed," says one of his biographers, ** with a 
good constitution, an adventurous spirit, and with 
that thoughtless, or, perhaps, happy disposition 
which takes no care for to-morrow, he continued his 
travels for a long time in spite of innumerable pri- 
vations." In his amusing narrative of the adven- 
tures of a ** Philosophic Vagabond " in the Vicar of 
f Wakefleld, we find shadowed out the expedients 
he pursued. had some knowledge of music, 
with a tolerable voice ; 1 now turned ‘what was once 
my amusement into a present means of subsistence. 
I passed among the harmless peasants of Flanders, 
and among such of the French as were poor 
enough to be very merry, for I ever found them 
sprightly in proportion to their wants. Whenever I 
approached a peasant's house towards nightfall, 1 
played one of ixfy merriest tunes, and that procured 
me not only a lodging, but subsistence for the jiext 
day; but in truth 1 must own, whenever I attempted 
to entertain persons of a higher rank, they always 
thought my performance odious, and never made 
me any return for my endeavours to please them." 
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At Paris he attended the chemical lectures of 
. Kouelle, then in great vogue, wh^e he says he wit- 
nessed as bright a circle, of beauty as graced the 
court of Versailles. His love of theatricals, also, 
led him to attend the performances of the celebrated 
actress Mademoiselle Clairon, with which he 'was 
greatly delighted. He seems to have looked upon 
tlie state of society with the eye of a philosopher, 
but to have read the signs of the times with the 
prophetic eye of a poet. In his rambles about 
the environs of Paris, he was struck with the im- 
t tnense quantities of game running about almost in a 
tame state ; and saw in those costly and rigid pre- 
serves for the amusement and luxury of the privi- 
leged few, a sure ** badge of the slavery of the people.’ ’ 
This slavery he predicted was drawing towards a 
close. ** When I consider that these parliaments, 
the members of which are all created by the court, 
and the presidents of which can only act by imme- 
diate direction, presume even to mention privileges 
and freedom, who till of late received directions from 
the throne with implicit humility ; when this is 
considered, I cannot help fancying that the genius of 
Prccdom has entered that kingdom in disguise. If 
, they have but three weak monarchs more successively 
on the throne, the mask will be laid aside, and the 
country will certainly once more be Vree.” Events 
have testided to the sage forecast of the poet. 

During a brief sojourn in Paris, he appears to have 
gained access to v^uable society, and to have had 
the honour and pleasure of making the acquauitance 
of Voltaire; of whom, in after years, he wrote a 
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memoir. “ As a companion,’* says he, “ no man 
ever exceeded him when he pleased to lead the con- 
versation ; which, however, was not always the case. 
In company which he either disliked or despised, 
few could be more res^^ed tiian he ; but when he 
was warmed in discourse, and got over a hesitating 
'manner, which sometimes he was subject to, it was 
rapture to hear him. Ilis meagre visage seemed in- 
sensibly to gather beauty ; every muscle in it had 
meaning, and his eye beamed with imusual bright- 
ness. The person who writes this memoir,** con- 
tinues he, “remembers to have seen him in a select 
company of wits of both sexes at Paris, when the 
subject happened to turn upon English taste and 
learning. Fontcnclle, (then nearly a hundred years 
old,) who was of the party, and who being unac- 
quainted with the language or authors of the country 
he undertook to condemn, with a spirit truly vulgar 
began to revile both. Diderot, who liked the En- 
glish, and knew something of their literary preten- 
sions, attempted to vindicate their poetry and learning, 
but with unequal abilities. The company quickly 
perceived tliat Fontenelle was superior in the dispute, 
and were surprised at the silence which Voltaire 
had preserved all the former part of the night, par- 
ticularly as the conversation happened to turn upon 
one of his favourite topics. Fontenelle continued 
his triumph until about twelve o’clock, when Vol- 
taire appeared at last roused , from his reverie. His 
whole frame seemed animated. He began his defence 
with the utmost dcdance mixed with spirit, and now 
and thpn let fall the finest sti^kes of raillery upon 
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his antagonist ; and his harangue lasted till three in 
tlie morning. 1 must confess, that, whether froim 
national partiality, or from the degant sensibility of 
his manner, 1 never was so charmed, nor did I ever 
remember so absolute a victory as he gained in this 
dispute.'* Goldsmith's ramblings took him into 
Germany and Switzerland, from which last men- 
tioned country he sent to his brother in Ireland the 
first brief sketch, afterwards amplified into his poem 
of the “Traveller." 

At Geneva he became travelling tutor to a mon- 
grel young gentleman, son of a London pawnbroker, 
who had been suddenly elevated into fortune and 
absurdity by the death of an uncle. The youth, 
before settingup for a gentleman, had been an attor- 
ney's apprentice, and was an arrant pettifogger in 
money matters. Never were two beings more ill 
assorted than he and Goldsmith. We may form an 
idea of the tutor and the pupil from the following 
extract from the narrative of the “ Philosophic 
Vagabond." 

“ I was to be the young gentleman's governor, but 
with a proviso that he should always be permitted to 
govern himself. My pupil, in fact, understood the 
art of guiding in money concerns much better than 
I. He was heir to a fortune of about two hundred 
thousand pounds, left him by an uncle in the West 
Indies; and his guardians, to qualify him for the 
management, of it, had boimd him apprentice to an 
attorney. Thus avarice was his prevailing passion ; 
all his questions on the road were, how money might 
be saved — w'hich was the least expensive course of 
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travel— whether any thing could be bought that 
'< would turn to account when disposed of again in 
liondon ? Such curiosities on the way as could be 
seen for nothing, he was ready enough to look at 
but if the sight of them was to be paid tor, he usually 
asserted that he had been told that they were not 
worth seeing. He never paid a bill that he would 
not observe how amazingly expensive travelling was : 
and all this though not yet twenty-one.*’ 

In tills sketch Gold^ith undoubtedly shadows 
forth his annoyances as travelling tutor to this con- 
crete young gentleman, compounded of the pawn- 
broker, the pettifogger, and the West Indian heir, 
with an overlaying of the city miser. They had 
continual difficulticB on all points of expense until 
they reached Marseilles, where botli were glad to 
separate. 

Once more on foot, but freed from the irksome 
duties of * bear leader,* and with some of his pay, as 
tutor, in his pocket, Goldsmith continued hie half 
vagrant peregrinations through part of Franceand 
Piedmont, and some of the Italian States. He had 
, acquired, as has been shown, a habit of shifting 
’ along and living by expedients, and a new one pre- 
sented itself in Italy. My skill in music,** says he, 
in the Philosophic Vagabond, ** could avail me 
nothing in a country where every peasant was a 
better musician than 1 ; but by this time I had 
acquired another talent, which answered my pur- 
pose as well, and this was a skill in disputation. 
In all the foreign universities and convents there are, 
i. upon certain days, philosopliical theses maintained 
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against every adventitioua disputant : for which, if 
the champion opposes with any dexterity, he can 
cMm a gratuity in money, a dinner, and a bed for 
one night.** Though a poor wandering scholar, his 
reception in these learned piles was as free from hu- 
miliation as in the cottages of the peasantry. **With 
the members of these establishments,*' said he, ** I 
could converse on topics of literature, aand then 1 
altoaya forgot the meanneaa of my circumstances/' 

At Padua, where he remained some months, he is 
said to have taken his medical degree. It is pro- 
bable he was brought to a pause in this city by the 
death of his uncle Contarine ; who had hitherto 
assisted him in his wanderings by occasional, though 
of course, slender remittances. Deprived of this 
source of supplies, he wrote to his friends in Ireland, 
and especially to his brother-in-law, Hodson, des- 
cribing his destitute situation. His letters brought 
him neither money nor reply. It appears, from 
subsequent correspondence, that his brother-in-law 
actually exerted himself to raise a subscription for 
his assistance among his relatives, friends and 
acquaintance, but without success. Their faith and 
hope in him were most probably at an end ; as yet 
he had disappointed them at every point, he had 
given none of the anticipated proofs of talent, 
and they were too poor to support what they may ' 
have considered the wandering propensities of a 
heedless spendthrift 

Thus left to his own precarious resources, Gold- 
smith gave up all further wandering in Italy, without 
visiting the south, though Rome and Naples must 
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have held out powerful attractions to one of his 
poetical casjt. Once more resuming his pilgrim, 
staff, he turned his face toward England, ** walking 
along from city to city, examining mankind more 
nearly, and seeing both aides of the picture." In 
traversing France his flute — his magic flute! — wak 
once more in requisition, as we may conclude, by the 
following passage in his Traveller : 

** Gay, ejprightly land of mirth and social ease, 

Pleased vith thyself, whom all the world can please, 

How often have 1 led thy sportive choir 
With tuneless pipe beside the xnurmuxing Loire! 

Where shading elms along the. margin grew. 

And freshened from the wave the zephyr flew ; 

And haply though my harsh note faltering still. 

But mocked all tune, and marr’d the dancer's skill ; 

Yet would the village praise my wondrous power, 

And (lance forgetful of tbo noontide hour. 

Alike all ages : Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children through the mirthftil maze, 

And the gay grandsire, skilPd in gestio lore, 

Has frisk’d beneath the burden of three^ecorc.” 
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CHA.PTEE VI. 

Landing in England.— Shifta ot a man withont money.— 'Die 
pestle and mortar.— Theatricais in a bam. — Launch upon 
London.— A city night scene.- Straggles with penury.— Mise- 
ries of a tutor.— A doctor in the suburb.— Poor practice and 
second-hand finery.— A tragedy in embryo. — Project of the 
written mountains. 

AjfTER two years spent in roving about the continent, 
“ pursuing noyelty,” as he said, “and losing con- 
teut,” Goldsmith lauded at Dover early in l7oi), Jle 
appears to ha-^e had no definite plan of action, i lie 
death of hih ancle Contarine, and the neglect of his 
relatives ai.d friends to reply to his letters, seem 
to have p.oduced in him a temporary feeling of 
loneliness ^nd destitution, and his only thought was 
to get to I.rrndon, and throw himself upon the world. 
But how vns he to get there ? Ilis purse was empty. 
England was to him as completely a foreign land as 
any part of the continent, and where on earth Ls a 
penniless stranger more destitute.’ His flute and 
his philosophy w-ete no longer of any avail*, the 
English boors cared nothing for music; there were 
no convents;' and os to the learned and the clergy*, 
not one of them would give a vagrant scholar a 
supper and night’s lodging for the best thesis that ' 
ever was argued. “You may easily imagine,” says 
he, in a 8ubse<iucui letter to hi» brother-in-law, 
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** what difficulties I had to encounter, loft as I was 
without friends, recommendations, nioni^y, or im- 
pudence, and that in a country where being bom an 
Irishman was sufficient to keep me unemployed. 
.Many, in such circumstances, would have had ro- 
'course to the friar’s cord or the suicide's halter. 
But, with all my follies, I had principle to resist the 
one, and resolution to combat the other." 

He applied at one place, we are told, ibr employ- 
ment in the shop of a country apothecary ; but all 
his medical science gathered in foreign universities 
could not gain him the management of a pestle and 
mortar. He even resorted, it is said, to the stage as 
a temporary expedient, and figured in low comedy 
at a country town in Kent. This accords with bis 
last shift of the Philosophic Vagabond, and with trie 
knowledge of country theatricals displayed in his 
“Adventures of a Strolling Player,” or may be a 
story suggested by them. All this part of his career, 
however, in which he must have trod the lowest 
paths of humility, are only to be conjectured from 
vague traditions, or scraps of autobiography gleaned 
from his miscellaneous writings. 

At length we find him launched on the great me- 
tropolis, or rather drifting about its streets, at night, 
in the gloomy month of Pebruary, with but a few 
half-penco in liis pocket. The Deserts of Arabia 
are not more dreary and inhospitable tlian tlie streets 
of London at such a time, and to a stranger in such 
a plight. Do we want a picture as an illustration ? 
\Vc have it in his own works, and funiished, doubt- 
less, from his own expeiiencc. 
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** The clock has just struck two ; what a gloom 
hangs all around! no sound is heard but of the 
chiming clock, or the distant wRtch-dog. How few 
appear in those streets, which but some few hours 
ago were crowded ! But who are those who make 
the streets their coudi, and And a short repose from 
wretchedness at the doors of the opulent ? They are 
strangers, wanderers, and orphans, whose circum- 
stances are too humble to expect redress, and whose 
distresses are too great even for pity. Some are 
without the covering even of rags, and others 
emaciated with disease; the world has disclaimed 
them; society turns its back upon their distress, 
and has given them up to nakedness and hunger. 
These poor shiveritig finales have once seen happier 
days, anti been flattered into heatsiy. They are now 
turned out to 'meet the severity of winter. Per- 
haps now, lying at the doors of their betrayers, they 
sue to wretches whose hearts are insensible, or de- 
bauchees who may curse, but will not relieve them. 

“ Why, why was I born a man, and yet see the 
sufferings of wretches I cannot relieve ! Poor 
hou^less creatures ! The world will give you re- 
proaches, but will not give you relief." 

Poor houseless Goldsmith! we may here ejaculate 
— to what shifts he must havd been driven to find 
shelter and sustenance for himself in this his first 
venture into London! Many years afterwards, in 
the days of his social elevation, he 'startled a polite 
circle at Sir Joshua Keynolds's by humourously 
dating an anecdote about the time he ** lived among 
the beggars of Axe Lane." Such may have been 
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the desolate quarters with which he was fain to con- 
tent himself when thus adrift upon the town, with 
but a few half-pence in his pocket. 

The first authentic trace we have of him in this 
new part of his career, is filling the situatiou of an 
usher to a school, and even this employ he obtained 
with some difficulty, after a reference for a character 
to his friends in the University of Dublin. In the 
Vicar of Wakefield he makes George Primrose 
undergo a whimsical catechism concerning the re- 
quisites for an usher. “ ‘Have you been bred ap- 
prentice to the business r* ‘No.* • Then you won’t 
do for a school. Can you dress the boys* hair.’’ 
‘ No.’ ‘ Then you won't do for a school. Can you 
lie three in a bed?* ‘No.* ‘ Then you will never 
do for a school. Have you a good stomach?' ‘ Yes.’ 
‘Then you will by no means do for a school.’ I 
have been an usher in a boarding school, myself, 
and may I die of an anodyne necklace, but I had 
rather be under-tonkgjr in Newgate. I was up 
early and late: T was browbeat by the master, hated 
for my ugly face by the mistress, worried by tlie 
boys.” 

Goldsmith remained but a short time in this situa- 
tion, and to the mortifications experienced there, we 
doubtless owe the{)ictu]inp given in his writings of 
the hardships of an usher's life. “ He is generally/* 
says he, “ the lauglung.-6tock of the schooL Every 
trick is played upon him ; the oddity of his manner, 
his dress, or his language, is a fund of eternal ridi- 
cule ; the master himself now and then cannot avoid 
joining in the laugh ; ojid the poor wretch, eternally 
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resenting this ill usage, lives in a state of war with 
all the family." . . . '*He is obliged, perhaps, to 
sleep in the same bed with the French teacher, who ’ 
disturbs him for an hour every night in preparing 
and filleting his hair, and stinks worse than a carrion 
with his rancid pomatums, when he lays his head 
beside him on the bolster." 

His next shift was as assistant in the laboratory of 
a chemist near Fish-street Hill. After remaining 
here a few months, he heard that Dr. Sleigh, who 
had been his friend and fellow-student at Edinburgh, 
was in London. Eager to meet with a friendly face 
ill this land of strangers, he immediately called on 
him; <*but though it was Sunday, and it is to be 
supposed I was in my best clothes, Sleigh scarcely 
l^new me — such is the tax the unfortunate pay to^ 
poverty. However, when he did recollect me, I 
found his heart as warm as ever, and ho shared his 
purse and friendship with me during liis continuance 
in London." 

Through the advice and assistance of Dr. Sleigh, 
he now commenced the practice of medicine, but in 
a small way, in Bankside, Southwark, and chiefly 
among the poor ; for he wanted the figure, address, 
polisli, and management, to succeed among the rich. 
His old schoolmate and college companion, Beatty, 
who used to aid him with his purse at the university, 
met him about this time, decked out in the tarnished 
finery of a second-hand suit of green and gold, with 
a shirt and neckcloth of a fortnight's wear. 

Poor Goldsmith endeavoured to assume a pros- 
perous air in the eyes of his early associate. ** He 
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was practising physic/* he said, “ and doing very 
well!'* At this moment poverty was pinching him 
to the bone in spite of his practice and his dirty 
finery. His fees were necessarily small, and ill 
paid, and he was fain to seek some precarious assist- 
ance from his pen. Here his quandam fellow-student. 
Dr. Sleigh, was again of service, introducing him to 
some of the booksellers, who gave him occasional, 
though starveling, employment. According to tra- 
dition, however, his most efficient patron just iiov\» 
was a journeyman printer, one of his poor patients 
of Bankside ; who had formed a good opinion of his 
talents, and perceived his poverty and his literary 
shifts. The printer was in the employ of Mr. Samuel 
Richardson, the author of Pamela, Clarissa, and Sir 
Charles Grandison ; who combined the novelut and 
the publisher, and was in flourishing circumstances. 
Through the journeyman's intervention Goldsmith 
is said to have become acquainted with Richardson, 
wlio employed him as reader and corrector of the 
press, at his printing establishment, in Salisbury 
Court ; an occupation which he alternated with his 
medical duties. 

Being admitted occasionally to Richardson's par- 
lour, he began to form literary acquaintances, among 
whom the most ipiportant was Dr. Young, the author 
of Night Thoughts, a poem in the height of fashion. 
It is not probable, however, that much familiarity 
ook place at the time between the literary lion of 
^he day and the poor .^culapius of Bankside, the 
humble corrector of the press. Still the communion 
with literary men had its cflect to set his unagina- 
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tion teeming. Dr. Parr, one of his Edinburgh fel- 
low-students, who was at London about this time, 
attending the hospitals and lectures,' gives us an 
amusing account of Goldsmith in his literary cha- 
racter. 

** Early in January he called upon me one morning 
before I was up, and, on my entering the room, 1 
recognized my old acquaintance, dressed in a rusty* 
full- trimmed black suit, with his pockets full of 
papers, which instantly reminded me of the poet 
in Garrick’s force of Lethe. After we had finished 
our breakfast, he drew from his pocket part of a 
tragedy, which he said he had brought for my cor- 
rection. In vain I pleaded inability, when he began 
to read; and every part on which 1 expressed a 
doubt as to the propriety was immediately blotted 
out. 1 then most earnestly pressed him not to trust 
to my judgment, but to take the opinion of persons 
better qualified to decide on dramatic compositions. 
He now told me he had submitted his production, 
so far as he had written, to Mr. Richardson, ilie 
author of Clarissa, on which 1 peremptorily 'de- 
clined offering another criticism on the performance. ’ ' 
Prom the graphic description given of hkn by Dr. 
Farr, it will be perceived that the tarnished finery of 
green and gold had been succeeded by a professfonal 
suit of black, to which, we are told, were added tlie 
wig and cane indispensable to medical doctors in 
those days. The coat was a second-hand one, of 
rusty velvet, with a patch on the left breast, which 
he adroitly covered with his three-cornered hat 
during his medical visits ; and wc have an amusing 
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iini'cdote of hia contest of courtesy with a patient 
wlxo persisted in endeavouring to relieve him from 
the hat, which only made him press it more devoutly 
to his heart. 

Nothing further has ever been heard of the 
tragedy mentioned by Dr. Farr; it was probably 
never completed. The same gentleman speaks of a 
strange Quixotic scheme which Goldsmith had in 
contemplation at the time, ** of going to decipher the 
inscriptions on the written mountainSt though he was 
altogether ignorant of Arabic, or the language in 
which they might be supposed to be written. “The 
salary of three hundred pounds,*' adds Dr. Farr, 
“which had been left for the purpose, was the 
temptation." This was probably one of many 
dreamy projects with which his fervid brain was apt 
to teem. On such subjects he was prone to talk 
vaguely and magniiiceDtly, but inconsiderately, from 
a kindled imagination rather than a well-instructed 
judgment. He had always a great notioji of expe- 
ditions to the East, and wonders to be seen and 
clFccted in the oriental coiuitries. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Life of B pedagogae.— Klndneas to oohoolboys-^pertneas in return . 
—EzpeiuiTe charitle8.«-The Griffiths and the “Monthly 
Review.**— Toils of a literary hack.— Rapture with the Griffiths. 

Among the moat cordial of Goldsmith's intimates in 
London during this time of precarious stiuggle, were 
certain of his former fellow-students in Edinburgh 
One of these the eon of a Dr. Milner, a dissenting 
minister, who kept a classical school of eminence 
at Peckham, in Surrey. Young Milner had a fa- 
vourable opinion of Goldsmith's abilities and attain- 
^^^nts, and cherished for him that good will which 
his nature seems ever to have inspired among 
^hool and college associates. His father falling 
take^ young man negotiated with Goldsmith to 
charge of the school. The latter 
• / consented ; for he was discouraged by the 

^ ^ y^rowth of medical reputation and practice, and 
had no confidence in the co^ smiles of the 
jse. Laying by his wig and cane,' therefore, and 
nee more wielding the futile, he resumed the 
character of the pedagogue, and for some time 
reigned as vicegerent over the academy at Peckham. 
He appears to have been well treated by both Dr. 
Milucr and his wife; and became a favourite with 
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the scholars from his easy, indulgent good nature. 
He mingled in their sports ; told them droll stories ; 
played on the flute for their amusement, and spent 
his money in treating them to sweetmeats and 
j other schoolboy dai nties . His familiarities was 
sometimes carried too far ; he indulged in boyUh 
pranks and practical jokes, and drew upon himself 
retorts in kind, which, howeTer, he bore with great 
good humour. Once, indeed, he was touched to 
the quick by a piece of schoolboy pertness. After 
playing on the flute, he spoke with enthusiasm of ^ 
music, as delightful in itself, and as a valuable 
accomplishment for a gentleman, whereupon a 
youngster, with a glance at his ungainly person, 
wished to know if he considered Idmsclf a gentle- 
man. Poor Goldsmith, feelingly alive to the 
awkwardness of his appearance and the humility of 
his situation, winced at this unthinking sneer, which 
long rankled in his mind. 

As usual, while in Dr. Milner’s employ, his bene- 
volent feelings were a heavy tax upon his purse, for 
he never could resist a tale of distress, and was apt 
to be fleeced by every sturdy beggar ; so that be- 
tween his charity and his munificence, he was 
generally in advance of his slender salary. ** You * 
had better, Miv Goldsmith, let me take care of your 
money,” said Mrs. Milner one day, “ as I do for 
some (>f the young gentlemen.** — ** In truth, madum, 
there is equal need !*' was the good-humoured 
reply. 

Dr. Milner was a man of some literary preten- 
sions, and wrote occasionally for the Monthly 
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lleview,’* of which a bookseller, by the name of 
Griffiths, was proprietor. ITiis work was an advo- 
cate for Whig principles, and had been iix prosperous 
existence for nearly eight years. Of late, however, 
periodicals had multiplied exceedingly, and a for- 
midable Tory rival had started up in the Critical 
Review" published by Archibald Hamilton, a book- 
seller, and aided by the powerful and popular pen of 
Dr. Smollett. Griffiths was obliged to recruit his 
forces. While so doing, he met Goldsmith, a hum- 
ble occupant of a seat at Dr. Milner’s table, and 
was struck with remarks on men and books, which 
fell from him in the course of conversation. He 
took occasion to sound him privately as to his incli- 
nation and capacity as a reviewer, and was furnished 
by him with specimens of his literary and critical 
talents. They proved satisfactory. The consequence 
was that Goldsmith once more changed his mode of 
life, and in April, 1757, became a contributor to the 
** Monthly Beview," at a small fixed salary, with 
board and lodging: and accordingly took up his 
abode with Mr. Grifiiths, at the sign of the Dunciad, 
Paternoster Bow. As usual we trace this phase of 
his fortunes in his semi-fictitious writings ; his sud- 
den transmutation of the pedagogue into the author, 
being homourously set forth in the case of ' George 
Primrose,* in the ** Vicar of Wakefield.” ** Come,*' 
says George’s adviser, I see you are a lad of spirit 
and some learning; what do you think of com- 
mencing author like me ? You have read in books, 
no doubt, of men of genius starving at the trade : at 
present I’ll show you forty very dull fellows about 
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, fown that live by it in opulence. All honest, jog- 
i trot men, who go on smoothly and dully, and 
write history and politics, and are praised: men, sir, 
who had they been bred cobblers, would all their 
lives only have mended shoes, but never made them.’* 
“ Finding,** says George, “ that there was no great 
degree of gentility affixed to the character of an 
usher, I resolved to accept his proposal; and, having 
the highest respect for literature, hailed the antigtea 
mater of Grub Street with reverence. I thought it 
my glory to pursue a track which Dryden and 
Otway trod before me.** Alas, Dryden struggled 
with indigence all his days ; and Otway, it is said, 
fell a victim to famine in his thirty-fifth year, being 
strangled by a roll of bread, which he devoured with 
the voracity of a starving man. 

In Goldsmith’s experience the tra^k soon proved 
a thorny one, Griffiths was a hard business man, of 
shrewd, worldly good sense, but little refinement or 
cidtivation. He meddled or rather muddled with 
literature, too, in a business way, altering and 
modifying occasionally the writings of his contri- 
butors, and in this he was aided by his wife, who, 
according to Smollett, was ** an .antiquated female 
. critic and a dabbler in the * Review.* ** Such was 
the literary vas^sdage to which Goldsmith had un- 
warily subjected himself. A diurnal drudgery was 
imposed on him, irksome to his indolent habits, 
and attended by circumstances humiliating to his 
pride. He had to write daily from nine o'clot'k 
until two, and Often throughout the day ; whether 
in the vein or not, and on subjects dictated by his 
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ta&k-master, howerer foreign to liis taste ; in a word, 
he was treated as a mere literary hack. But this 
was not the worst ; it was the critical supervision 
of Griffiths and his wife, which grieved him: the 
** illiterate, bookselling Griffiths,” as Smollett called 
called them, “ who presumed to revise, alter and 
amend the articles contributed to their * Review.’ 
Thank heaven,” crowed Smollett, " the ‘ Critical 
RevieV is not written under the restraint of a book- 
seller and his wife. Its principal writers are inde- 
pendent of each other, unconnected with booksclleis 
and unawed by old women ! ” 

This literary vassalage, however, did not last 
long. The bookseller became more and more exact- 
ing. He accused his hack writer of idleness; of 
abandoning his writing desk and literary workshop 
at an early hour of the day ; and of assuming a tone 
and manner above his sitiuaion. Goldsmith, in re- 
turn, charged him with impertinence; his wife, with 
meanness and parsimony in her household treatment 
of him, and both of Uterary meddling and marring. 
The engagement was broken off at the end of five 
months, by mutual consent, and without any violent 
rupture, as it will be found they afterwards had 
occasional dealings with each other. 

I'hough Goldsmith was now nerrly thirty years of 
age, he had produced nothing to give him a decided 
reputation. He was as yet a mere writer for bread. 
The articles he had contributed to the ** Review ” 
were anonymous,' and wore never avowed by him. 
They have since been, for the most part, ascer- 
tained ; and though thrr>wn off hastily, often treating 
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on subjects of temporary interest, and marred ^ / the 
Griffith interpolations, they are still characlei tzed 
by his sound, easy good sense, and the genial graces 
of his style. Johnson observed that Goldsmith’s 
genius flowered late ; he should have said it flowe 
early, but was late in bringing its fruit. to maturity. 
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Newbery, at picture-book meuioTy.— How to keep up appear- 
ances.— Mieeries of authorship. — poor relation. — ^Letter to 
Hodson. 

Being now known in the publishing worli, Gold- 
smith began to find casual employment in various 
quarters ; among others he wrote occasionally for 
the Literary Magazine, a production set on foot by 
* Mr. John Newbery, bookseller, St. Paul’s Church- 
yard, renowned in nursery literature throughout the 
latter half of the last century for his picture-books 
for children. Newbery was a worthy, intelligent, 
kind-hearted man, and a seasonable, though cau- 
tious friend to authors, relieving thrm with small 
loans when in pecuniary difiiculties, though always 
taking care to be well repaid by the labour of their 
pens. Goldsmith introduces him in a humourous 
yet friendly manner in his novel of the Vicar of 
Wakefield. “ This person was* no other than the 
philanthropic bookseller in St. Paul’s Churchyard, 
who has written so many little books for children ; 
ho called himself their friend ; but he was the friend 
of all mankind. He was no sooner alighted but he 
was in haste to be gone ; for he was ever on busi- 
ness of importance, and was at that time actually 
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compiling materials for the history of one Mr. Tho-^ 
mas I'rip. 1 immediately recollected this good- 
natured man’s red-pimpled face.” 

Besides his literary job work, Goldsmith also 
resumed his medical practice, but with very trifling 
success. The scantiness of his purse still obliged 
him to live in obscure lodgings somewhere in the 
vicinity of Salisbury Square, fleet Street ; but his 
extended acquaintance and rising importance caused 
him to consult appearances. He adopted an expe- 
dient, then very common, and still practised in 
liOn don among those who have to tread the narrow 
path betM-een pride and poverty; while he bur- 
rowed in lodgings suited to his means, he ** hailed,” 
as it is termed, from the 1 cmple Ex nge Coflee- 
house near Temple Bar. Here he‘ received his 
medical calls ; hence he dated his letters, and here 
ho passed much of his leisure hours, conversing 
with the ficqueutcra of the place. ** Thirty pounds 
a yeai-,*’ said a poor Irish painter, who understood 
jthe art of shifting, ** is enough to enable a man to 
live ill London without being contemptible. Ten 
pounds will find him in clothes and linen ; he dan 
live in a garret on eighteen pence a week ; hail from 
a coffee-house, where, by occasionally spending three- 
pence, he may pass some hours each day in good 
company; he may breakfast on bread and milk for 
a penny; dine for sixpence; do without supper; 
and on ekan-shirt-day he may go abroad and pay 
visits." 

Goldsmith seems to have taken a leaf from this 
poor devil’s manual, in respect to the coi&c-houM 
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Rt least. Indeed, coiTee-honses in those days were 
the resorts of wits and literati : where the topics of 
the day were gossiped over, ail'd the affairs of 
literature and the drama discussed and criticised. 
In this way he enlarged the circle of his intimacy, 
which now embraced several names of notoriety. 

Do we want a picture of Goldsmith's experience 
in this part of his career } we have it in his obser- 
vations on the life of an author in the “ Inquiry into 
the state of polite lemmingf published some years 
afterwards. 

** The author, unpatronized by the great, has na- 
turally recourse to the bookseller. There cannot, 
perhaps, be imagined a combination more preju- 
dicial to taste than this. It is the interest of the 
one to allow as little for writing, and for the other 
to write as much as possible; accordingly tedious 
compilations and periodical magazines are the result 
of their joint endeavours. In these circumstances 
the autlior bids adieu to fame; writes for bread; 
and for that only imagination is seldom called in. 
He sits down to address the venal muse with the 
most phlegmatic apathy ; and, as we are told of the 
Russian, courts his mistress by falling asleep in her 
lap.” 

Again. ** Those who are un(,cquainted with the 
world are apt to fancy the man of wit as leading a 
very agreeable life. They conclude, perhaps, that 
he is attended with silent admiration, and dictates 
to the rest of mankind with all the eloquence of 
conscious superiority. Very different is his present 
situation. & is called an author, and all know 
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that an author is a thing only to be laughed nt. 
}lis person, not his jest, becomes the mirth of tnc 
company. At his approach the most fat, unthink- 
ing face brightens into malicious meaning. Even 
aldermen laugh, and avenge on him the ridicule 
'which was lavibhed on their forefathers. 

The poet's poverty is a standing 
topic of contempt. His writing for bread is an un- 
pardonable offence. Perhaps of all mankind, an 
author in these times is used most hardly. We 
keep him poor, and yet revile his poverty. We re- 
proach him for living by his wit, and yet allow him 
no other means to live. His taking refuge in garrets 
and cellars, has of late been violcntl}' objected to 
him, and that by men 'who, 1 have hope, arc more 
apt to pity than insult his distress. Is poverty a 
careless fault ? No doubt he knpws how to prefer 
a bottle of champagne to the nectar of the neigh- 
bouring ale-house, or a venison pasty to a plate of 
potatoes. Want of delicacy is not in him, but in 
those 'Who deny him the opportunity of making an 
elegant choice. Wit certainly is property of 
those who have it, nor should we be displeased if it 
is the only property a man sometimes has. Wc 
^ust not underrate him who uses it for subsistence, 
and flees from the ingratitude of the age, even to a 
bookseller for redress.” * • ♦ * 

** If the author be n^^essa^ among us, let us 
treat him with proper consideration as a child of the 
public, not as a ]^t-<^arge on the community. 
And indeed a child'^of the public he is in all respects; 
for while so well able to direct others, how inca- 
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pable Is lie frequently found of guiding liiniself. 
His simplicity exposes him to all the insidious 
approaches of cunning ; his sensibility to the slight- 
est inyasions of contempt. Though possessed of 
fortitude to stand unmoved the expected bursts of 
of an earthquake, yet of feelings so exquisitely poig- 
nant, as tu agonize under the slightest disappoint- 
ment. Broken rest, tasteless meals, and causeless 
anxieties shorten life and render it unfit for active 
employments ; prolonged vigils and intense applica- 
tion still farther contract his span, and make his 
time glide insensibly away." 

While poor Goldsmith was thus struggling with 
the difficulties and discouragements which in those 
days beset the path of an author, his friends in 
Ireland received accounts of his literaiy success and 
of the distinguished acquaintances ho was making. 
This was enough to put the wise heads at Lissoy 
and Ballymahon in a ferment of conjectures. With 
the exaggerated notions of provincial relatives con- 
cerning the family great man in the metropolis, some 
of Goldsmith's poor kindred pictured him to them- 
selves seated in high places, clothed in purple and 
fine linen, and hand and glove with the givers of 
gifts and dispensers of patronage. Accordingly, he 
was one day surprised at tlie sd'ddcii apparition, in 
his miserable lodging, of his younger brother Charles, 
a raw youth of twenty-one, endowed with a 
double share of the family heedleasness, and who 
{expected to be forthwith helped into some snug 
jby-path to fortune by one or other of Oliver's great 
^inends. Charles was sadly clisconcevtod on learning 
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that, 80 far from being able to provide for others, his 
brother could scarcely take care of himself. He 
looked round with a rueful eye on the poet’s quar- 
ters, and could not help expressing his surprise and 
disappointment ^t finding him no better off. ** All 
in good time, my dear boy,” replied poor Goldsmith, 
with infinite good humour : I shall be richer by-and- 
by. Addison, let me tell you, wrote his poem of 
the * Campaign ' in a garret in the Haymarket, 
three stories high, and you see I am not come to that 
yet, for I have only got to the second story.*' 

Charles Goldsmith did not remain long to em- 
barrass his brother in London. With the same 
roving disposition and inconsiderate temper of Oli- 
vi:;^, he suddenly departed in an humble capacity to 
seek his fortune in tlie West Indies, and nothing was 
heard of him for above thirty . years, when, after 
having been given up as dead by his friends, he 
made his reappearance in England. 

Shortly after his departure Goldsmith wrote a 
letter to his brother-in-law, Daniel Hodson, Esq. of 
wliich the following is an extract ; it was partly in- 
intended, no doubt, to dissipate any further illusions 
concerning his fortunes which might float on the 
magnificent imagination of his friends in Bally- 
mahon. , 

“ I suppose you desire to know my present situa- 
tion. As there is nothing in it at which I should 
blush or which mankind could censure, 1 see no 
reason for making it a secret. In short, by a very 
little practice as a physician, and a very little repu- 
tation ns a poet, I make a shift to live. Nothing ut 
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more apt to introduce us to the gates of the muses 
than poverty ; but it were well if they only left us 
at the door. The mischief is, they sometimes choose 
to give us their company to the entertainment ; and 
wont, instead of being gentleman usher, often turns 
master of the ceremonies. 

“Thus, upon learning I write, no doubt you im- 
agine X starve ; and the^name of an author naturally 
reminds you of a garret. In this particular I do not 
think proper to undeceive my friends. But, whether 
1 eat or starve, live in a first floor or four pairs of 
stairs high, I still remember them with ardour; nay, 
my very country comes in for a share of my afiec- 
tion. Unaccountable fondness for country, this 
milatlie du paU^ as the French call it ! Unacco’^rt- 
ablc that he should still have an affection for a place, 

'' iK) never, when in it, received above common 
civility; who never brought anything out of it ex- 
c(>pt his brogue and his blunders. Surely my affec- . 
tioii is equally ridiculous with the Scotchman’s, who 
refused to be cured of the itph because it made him 
unco' thoughtful of his wife and bonny Inveraxy. 

“ But, now, to be serious : let me ask myself wlmt 
gives me a wish to see Ireland again. The country 
is a fine one, perhaps ? No. There are good com- 
pany in Ireland? No. The conversation there is 
generally made up of a smutty foast or a bawdy 
: song ; the vivacity supported by scbio humble cou- 
sin, who had just folly enough to earn his dinner* 
Then, perhaps, there’s more wit and learning among 
the Irish? Oh, Jjord, no! There has been more 
money spent in the encouragement cf the Padareen 
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mare there one season, than gWen in rewards to 
learned men since the time of Usher. All their pro- 
ductions in learning amount to perhaps a translation, 
or a few tracts in divinity ; and all their productions 
in wit to just nothing at all. Why the plague, then, 
so fond of Ireland } Then, all at once, because you, 
my dear friend, and a few more who are exceptions 
to the general picture, have a residence there. This 
it is that gives me all the pangs I feci in separation. 
I confess I carry this spirit sometimes to the souring 
the pleasures I at present possess. If I go to the 
opera, where Signora Columba pours out all the 
mazes of melody, I sit and sigh for Lissoy fireside, 
and Johnny Armstrong's ^Last Good-night* from 
Peggy Golden. If I climb Hampstead Hill, than 
where nature never exhibited a more magnificent 
prospect, 1 confess it fine ; but then I had rather be 
placed on the little mount before Lissoy gate, and 
til ere take in, to me, the most pleasing horizon in 
nature, 

** Before Charles came hither, my thoughts some- 
.times found refuge from severer studies among my 
Iricnds in Ireland. I fancied strange revolutions at 
home; but I find it was the rapidity of my own 
motion that gave an imaginary one to objects really 
nt rest. No alterations there. Some friends, he 
tells me^ are still lean, but very rich ; others very 
fat, but still very poor. Nay, all the news I hear of 
you is, that you sally out in visits among the neigh- 
bours, and sometimes make a migration from the 
blue bed to the brown. I could from my heart wish 
that you and she (Mrs. Hodson'l, and Lissoy and 
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Ballymahon, and ^11 of you, would fairly make a 
migration into Middlesex; though, upon second 
thoughts, this might be attended with a few incon- 
veniences. Therefore, as the mountain will not 
come to Mohammed, why Mohammed shall go to 
the mountain; or, to speak' plain English, as you 
cannot conveniently pay me a visit, if next summer 
I can contrive to be absent six weeks from London, 
I shall spend three of them among my friends in 
Ireland. But first, believe me, my design is purely 
to visit, and neither to cut a figure nor levy con- 
tributions ; neither to excite envy nor solicit favour ; 
in fact, my circumstances are adapted to neither. 
1 am too poor to be gazed at, and too rich to need 
assistance. 



H i£Y Au niousHir. 


107 


ClIAPTEll IX. 

Hackney Authorship.— Tlioughte of literary suicldel— Return to 
Pcckham.— Oriental project?. — !iitorai7 enterprise to raise 
funds. — ^Letter to Edward Wells. — ^to Rotuirt Uryanton.— Death 
of unele Contaiine.— Letur to cousin Jane. 

For Boine time Goldsmith coiitiiiiied to write mis- 
cellaneously for review's and other periodical publi- 
cations, but without making any decided hit, to use 
a technical term. Indeed as yet he appeared destitute 
of the strong excitement of literary ambition, and 
wrote only on the spur of necessity and at the 
urgent importunity of his bookseller. Hia indolent 
and truant disposition, ever averse from labour and 
delighting in holiday, had to be scourged up to its 
task ; still it was this very truant disposition which 
threw an unconscious charm over everything he 
wrote ; bringing with it honeyed thoughts and pic- 
tured images which had sprung up in his mind in 
the sunny hours of idleness : these effusions, dashed 
off on compulsion in the exigency of the moment, 
were published anonymously ; so that they made no 
collective impression on tlie public, and r^ected no 
fame on the name of their auth^. 

In an essay published some tune subsequently in 
the “Bee,” Goldssinith advetts in his own humourous^ 
way, to his impalieuce at the tardiness wi* vb 
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his desultory and acknowledged essays crept into 
notice. ** I was once induced/* says he, ** to show 
my indignation against the public by discontinuing 
my efforts to please ; and was bravely resolved, like 
Raleigh, to vex them by burning my manuscripts in 
a passion. Upon reflection, however, I considered 
what set or body of people would be displeased at 
my rashness, ^e sun, after so sad an accident, 
might slune next morning as bright as usual ; men 
might laugh and sing the next day, and transact 
business as before; and not a single creature feel 
any regret but myself. Instead of having Apollo in 
mourning or the Muses in a flt of the spleen ; instead 
of having the learned world apostrophizing at my 
untimely desease; perhaps all Grub-street might 
laugh at my fate, and self-approving dignity be un- 
able to shield me from ridicule.’* 

Circumstances occurred about this time to give a 
new direction to Goldsmith's hopes and schemes. 
Having resumed for a brief pc* the suj3erintend- 
ence of the Peckha a school dui ing a ht of illness oL' 
Ur. Milner, that gentleman, in requital for his timely 
services, promised to use his influence with a friend, 
an East India director, to procure him a medical ap- 
pointment in India. 

There was every reason to believe fiiat the influence 
of I)r. Milner would be effectual ; but how was 
Goldsmith to find the ways and means of fitting 
himself out for a voyage to the Indies? In this 
emergency he was driven to a more extended exer- 
cise of the pen than he had yet attempted. His 
kkirmishing among books as a reviewer, and his dis- 
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putatious ramble among the schools and universities 
and literati of the continent, had filled his mind 
with facts and observations which he now set about 
digesting into a treatise of some magnitude, to be 
entitled ** An Inquiry into the Present State of 
Polite Learning in Europe.*' As the work grew on 
his hands his sanguine temper ran ahead of his 
labours. Peeling secure of success in England, he 
was anxious to forestall the piracy of the Irish press ; 
for as yet, the union not having taken place, the 
English law of copyright did not extend to the other 
side of the Irish channel. He wrote, therefore, to 
his frii-nds in Ireland, urging them to circulate his 
proposals foi his contemplated work, and obtain sub- 
scriptions payable in advance; the money to be 
Utinsmitted to a Air. Bradley, an eminent bookseller 
in Dublin; who w jiJd give a receipt for it and be 
accountable for delivery of the books. The 
letters written by him on this occasion are worthy 
01 copious citati<‘U as being full of character and 
interest. One was u> his relative and college inti- 
inate, Edward Wells, who had studied for the bar, 
but was HOW' living at ease on his estate at Roscom- 
mon. “Yon have quitted," writes Goldsmith, “ the 
plan of life which you once intended to pursue, and 
given up ambitipn for domestic tranquillity. I can- 
not avoid feeling some regret that one of my few 
' friends has declined a pursuit in which he had every 
: reason to expect success. I have often let my fancy 
loose when you were tlie subject, and have imagined 
you gracing the bench, or thundering at the bar • 
while 1 have taken no small pride to myself, and 
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vi'hispercd to all that I could come near, that thia 
was my cousin. Instead of tins, it seems, you are 
merely content to be a happy man ; to be esteemed 
by your acquaintances ; to cultivate your pateiunl 
acres ; to tiJLe unmolested a nap under one of your 
own hawthorns, or in Mrs. Mills's bedchamber, 
w'hich, even a poet must confess, is rather the more 
comfortable place of the two. But, however your 
resolutions may be altered with regard to your ^itua- 
tion in l^fe, I persuade myself they arc unidterahle 
with respect to your friends in it. I caniuit think 
the world has taken such entire possession of tliut 
heart (once so susceptible of friendship) as not t6 
have^ left a corner there for a friend or two, but 1 
flutter myself that even I have a place among the 
number. This I have a claim to from the similitude 
of our dispositions ; or setting that aside, 1 can de- 
mand it as a right by the most equitable law of 
nature : I mean that of retaliation ; for indeed ypu 
have more than your share in mine. I am a man of 
few professions ; and yet at this very instant I can- 
not avoid the painful apprehension that my present 
professions (which speak not half my feelings) 
should be considered only as a pretext to cover a 
request, as 1 have a request to make. No, my dear 
Ned, I know you arc too generous to think so, and 
you know me too proud to stoop to* unnecessary in- 
sincerity— X have a request, it is true, to make ; but 
as I know to w'hom I am a petitioner, I make it 
without diffidence or confusion. It is in short this, 
1 am going to publish a book in London," &c. The 
residue of the letter speclfles the nature of tlic 
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request, which was merely to aid in circulating hi* 
proposals and obtaining subscriptions. The lettei 
of the poor author, however, was unattended to, and 
unacknowledged by the prosperous Mr. Wells o* 
Koscommon, though in after years he was proud t* 
claim relationship to Dr. Goldsmith, when he ha* 
risen to celebrity. 

Another of Goldsmith's letters was to Kooei 
Bryanton, with whom he had long ceased to be u 
correspondence. “ I believe,” writes he, ” that the'% 
who are drunk, or out of their wits, fancy everybod 
else in the same eondition. Mine is a &iendshi| 
that neither distance nor time can efface, whi^ is 
probably the reason that| for the soul of me, I can't 
avoid thinking yours of the same complexion ; and 
yet I have many reasons for being of a contrary 
opinion, else why, in so long an absence, was I never 
made a partner in your concerns ? To hear of your 
success would have given me the utmost pleasure ; 
and- a communication of your very disappointments 
would divide the uneasiness, I too frequently feel 
for my own. Indeed, my dear Bob, you don't con- 
ceive how unkindly you have treated one whose cir- 
cumstances afford him few prospects of pleasure, 
except those reflected from the happiness of his 
friends. Howev4^r, since you have not let me hear 
from you, 1 have in some measure disappointed 
your neglect by frequently thinking of you. Every 
day or so 1 remember the calm anecdotes of your 
life, from the fireside to the easy chair ; recall the 
various adventures that first cemented our fnend- 
ship ; the school, the college, or the tavern ; preside 
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in fancy over your cards; and am displeased at 
your bad play when the rubber goes against you» 
though not with all that agony of soul as when 1 was 
once your partner. Is it not strange that two of 
such like affections should be so much separated, 
and so differently employed as wc are ? You seem 
placed at the centre of fortune's wheel, and, lot it 
revolve ever so fast, are insensible of the motion. 
I seem to have been tied to the circumference, and 
whirled disagreeably round, as if on a whirligig." 

He then runs into a whimsical and extravagant 
tirade about his future prospects. The w'onderful 
career of fame and fortune that awaits him, and 
after indulging in all kinds of humourous gasconades, 
concludes : ** Let me, then, stop my fancy to take a 
view of my future self, — and, as the boys say, light 
down to see myself on horseback. Well, now that 
I am down, where the d — ^1 is If Oh gods ! gods ! 
here in a garret, writing for bread, and expecting to 
be dunned for a milk score !" 

He would, on this occasion, have doubtless written 
to his uncle Contarine, but that generous friend was 
simk into a helpless hopeless state from which death 
foon released him. 

Cut off thus from the kind co-operation of his 
uncle, he addressed a letter to his daughter Jane, 
the companion of his school-boy and happy clays, 
now the wife of Mr. Lawder. The object was to 
secure her interest with her husband in promoting 
the circulation of his proposals. The letter is full of 
'ehar^t^. 

'*lf you should ask,'* he begins, **why, in an 
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interval of »o many years, you never heard from me, 
permit me, madam, to ask the same question. 1 
have the best excuse in recrimination. I wrote to 
Kilmorc from Leyden in Holland, from Louvain in 
Flanders, and llouen in France, but received no 
answer. To what could I attribute ibis silence but 
to displeasure or forgetfulness ? Whether I was 
right in my conjecture 1 do not pretend to determine ; 
but this I must ingenuously own, that 1 have a 
thousand times in my turn endeavoured to forget 
them^ whom I could not but look upon as forgetting 
ma. I have attempted to blot their names from my 
memory, and, I confess it, spent whole days in 
ciTorts to tear their image from my heart. Could I 
have succeeded, you had not now been troubled with 
this renewal of a discontinued correspondence ; but, 
as every effort the restless make to procure sleep 
serves but to keep them waking, all my attempts 
contributed to impress what I would forget deeper 
, on my imagination. But this subject 1 would wil- 
'■ liiigly turn from, and yet, * for the soul of me,* I 
’’ can’t tell I have said all, 1 was, madam, when 1 
discontinued writing to Kilmore, in such circum- 
stances, that all my endeavours to continue your 
regards might be attributed to wrong motives. My 
letters might be lopkuil upon as the petitions of a 
beggar, and not the offerings of a friend ; while ail 
my professions, instead of being considered as the 
result of disinterested esteem, might 1^ ascribed to 
venal insincerity. I believe, indeed, you had too 
much generosity to place them in such a light, but 
I could not bear even the shadow of such a suspidon. 
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The mopt delicate fnendships are always most sen- 
sible of the slightest mvasion, and the strongest 
Jealousy is ever attendant on the warmest regard. I 
could not — I own 1 could not — continue a corre- 
spondence in which every acknowledgment for past 
favours might bo considered as an indirect request 
for future ones ; and where it might be thought I 
gave my heart from a motive of gratitude alone, 
when I was conscious of having bestowed it on 
much more disinterested principles. It is true, this 
conduct might have been simple enough ; but your- 
self must confess it was in character. Hiose who 
know me at all, know that I have always been 
actuated by different principles from the rest of man- 
kind : and wliile none regarded the interest of his 
friend more, no man on earth regarded his own less. 
I have often affected bluntness to avoid the imputa- 
tion of flattery ; have frequently seemed to overlook 
those merits too obvious to escape notice, and pre- 
tended disregard to those instances of good nature 
and good sense, which I could not fail tacitly to ap- 
plaud ; and all this lest I should be ranke'd among the 
grinq^g tribe, who say * very true * to all that is. said ; 
who fil a vacant chair at a tea-table ; whose narrow 
souls never moved in a wider circle than the circum- 
ference of a guinea ; and who had rather bo reckon- 
ing the money in your pocket than the virtue in 
your breast* All this, I say, I have done, and a 
thousand other very riUy, though very disinterested, 
•^things in my time; aiiafor all which no soul cares 
fa farthiqg about me* • • * Is it to be wondered 
that he should once in his life forget you, who has 
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been all his life forgetting hiniself ? However, it is 
probable you may one of these days see me turned 
)tnto a perfect hunks, and as dark and intricate as a 
mouse-hole. I have already given my landlady 
orders for an entire reform in the state of my finan- 
ces. 1 declaim against hot suppers, drink less sugar 
in my tea, and check my grate with brickbats. In- 
steiul of hanging my room with pictures, I intend to 
adorn it with maxims of frugality. Those will make 
' pretty furniture enough, and won't be a bit too ex- 
pensive ; for I will draw them all out with my own 
hands, and my landlady's daughter shall frame theii. 
with the parings of my black waistcoat. Each maxim 
is to be inscribed on a sheet of clean paper, and 
w'lote with my best pen ; of which the following will 
serve as a specimen, Ijook sJuirp : Mifid the mnin 
chance : Money is money iww : If you have a thousand 
pounds you can put your hajids by your sides^ and say 
you are worth a thousand pounds every day of the year : 
Take a farthing from a hundred and it iviU be a hun- 
dred no longer. Thus, which way soever 1 turn my 
eyes, they ore sure to meet one of those friendly 
monitors ; and as we are told of an actor w'ho hung 
his room round with looking-glass to correct thu 
defects of his person, my apartments shall bo fur- 
nished in a pcculia^ manner, to correct the errors of 
my mind. Faith! madam, 1 heartily wish to bej 
rich, if it were only for tliis reason, to say without eJ 
blush how much I esteem you. But, alas ! 1 hav | 
many a fatigue to encounter before that happy time 
eumes, when your poor old simple friend may again 
I give a louse to the luxuriance of his nature ; sittifig 
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by Kilmore fireside, recount the various adventures 
of a hard-fought life ; laugh over the follies of the 
day; join. his flute to your harpsichord ; and forget 
that ever he starved in those streets where Butler and 
Otway starved before him. And now I mention 
those great names — my Uncle ! he is no more that 
soul of fire as when 1 once knew him. Newton and 
Swift grew dim with age as well as he. But wliat 
shall I say ? His mind was too active an inhabitant 
not to disorder the feeble mansion of it|s abode : for 
the richest jewels soonest wear their settings. Yet 
who but the fool would lament his condition ! He 
now forgets the calamities of life. Perhaps indulgent 
lle.i veil has given him a foretaste of that tranquillity 
, hol e, which he so well deserves hereafter. But i 
i must come to business ; for business, as one of my 
maxims tells me, must be minded or lost. I am 
going to publish in London a book entitled “ Tlie 
Piesent State of Taste and Literature in Europe." 
The booksellers in Ireland republish every perform- 
ance there without making the author any considera- 
tion. I would, in this respect, disappoint their 
avarice, and have all the profits of my labour to 
myself. I must, therefore, request Mr. Lawder to 
circulate among his friends and acquaintances a 
hundred of my proposals, which 1 have given the 
bookseller, Mr. Bradley, in Dame-street, directions 
to send to him. If, in pursuance of such circulation, 
he should receive any subscriptions, I entreat, when 
collected they may be sent to Mr. Bradley, as afore- 
said, who will give a receipt, and be accountable for 
the work, or ar return of the subscription. If this 
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request (which, if it be complied with, will' in some 
measure be an encouragement to a man of learning) 
should be disagreeable or troublesome, I would not 
press it ; for 1 would be the last man on earth to 
have my labours go a-begging ; but if I know Mr. 
hawder (and sure I ought to know him), he will 
accept the employment with pleasure. All I can 
say — if he writes a book, I will get him two hundred 
subscribers, and those of the best wits in Europe. 
Whether this request is complied with or not, I shall 
not be uneasy ; but there is one petition I must make 
to him and to you, which I solicit with the warmest 
ardour, and in which I cannot bear a refusal. I 
mean, dear madam, that 1 may be allowed to sub- 
scribe myself, your ever affectionate and obliged 
hinsman, OuvEa Goldsmith. Now see how I i lot 
,aiid blunder when I am asking a favour " 
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CHAPTER X. 

Oriental appointment— and disappointment.— Examination at the 
College of Surgeons.— How to procure a suit of clothes.— Fresh 
disappointment.— A tale of distress. — The suit of clothes in 
pawn.— Punishment for doing an act of charity.— Gaieties ot 
Green Arbour Court.— Letter to his brother.— Life of Voltaire. 
—Scroggins, an attempt at mock heroic poetry. 

WuiLB Goldsmith was yet labouring at his treatise, 
the promise made him by Dr. Milner was carried 
into effect, and he was actually appointed physician 
and surgeon to one of the factories on the coast ot 
Coromandel. His imagination was immediately on 
lire with visions of Oriental wealth and magnificence. 
It is true the salary did not exceed one hundred 
potmds, but then, as appointed physician, he would 
have the exclusive practice of the place, amounting 
to one thousand pounds per annum ; with advantages 
to be derived from trade and from the high interest 
of money — twenty per cent. ; in a word, for once in 
his life, the road to fortune lay broad and straight 
before him. 

Hitherto, in his correspondence with his friends, 
he had said nothing of his India scheme ; but now 
he imparted to them his ^brilliant prospects, iirging 
the importance of their diroulating his proposals and 
obtaining him subscriptionB and advances on his 
forthcoming work, to furnish funds for his outfit. 
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In the meantime he had to task that poor drudge, 
his muse, for present exigencies. Ten pounds were 
demanded for his appointment- warrant. Other ex- 
penses pressed hard upon him. Fortunately, though 
as yet unknown to fame, his literary capability was 
known to ** the trade,'* and the coinage of his brain 
passed current in Grub-street. Archibald Hamilton, 
proprietor of the “Critical Review/' the rival to 
that of Griffiths, readily made him a small advance 
on receiving three articles for his periodical. His 
purse thus slenderly replenished, Goldsmith paid . 
for his warrant ,* wiped off the score of his hailkmaid ; ’ 
abandoned his garret, and moved into a shabby first 
floor in a forlorn court near the Old Bailey ; 'there to 
await the time for his migration to the magnificent 
coast of Coromandel. 

Alas ! poor Goldsmith ! ever doomed to disa]>- 
pointment. Early in the gloomy month of November, 
that month of fog and despondency in London, he 
[learnt tho shipwreck of his hope. The great Coro- 
^mandel enterprise fell through ; or rather the post 
'promised to him, was transferred to some other can- 
didate. The cause of this disappointment it is now 
impossible to asc^ain. The death of his quasi 
patron. Dr. Milner, whiidi happened about this 
time, may have had some effect in producing it ; or 
there may have been some heedlessness and blunder- 
ing on his own part ; or some obstacle arising from 
his insuperable indigence ; whatever may have been 
the cause, he never mentioned it, which gives some 
ground to surmise that he himself was to blame. 
His friends learnt with surprise that he had suddenly 
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relinquished his appointment to India, about which 
he had raised such sanguine expectations: some 
accused him of fickleness and caprice; others 
supposed him unwilling to tear himself from the 
growing fascinations of the literary society of I^on- 
don. 

In the meantime cut down in his hopes, and hu- 
miliated in his p;pde by tlic failure of his Coroman- 
del scheme, he sought, without consulting his friends, 
to be examined at the College of Physicians for the 
humble situation of hospital mate. Even here 
poverty stood in his way. It was necessary to ap- 
pear in a decent garb before the examining coiu- 
inittee ; but how was he to do so ? He was literally 
(»ut at elbows as well as out of cash. Here again 
the muse, so often jilted and neglected by him, came 
10 his aid. In consideration of four articles fur- 
nished to the “Monthly Review," Grill! tUs, his old 
task-master, was to become his security to the tailor 
for a suit of clothes. Goldsmitli said he wanted 
them but for a single occasion, on which depended 
his appointment to a situation in the army ; as soon 
as that temporary purpose was served they w'ould 
either be returned or paid for. The books to be 
reviewed were accordingly lent to him ; the muse 
was again set to his compulse. *7 drudgery; the 
articles were scribbled (^ond sent to the bookseller, 
and the clothes came in due time from the tailor. 

From the records of the College of Surgeons, it 
appears that Goldsmith underwent his examination 
at Surgeons’ Hall, on the 2l8t of December, 1758. 
Either from a confusion of mind incident to sensitive 
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and imaginative persons on such occasions, or from 
a real want of surgical science, which last is ex- 
tremely probable, he failed in his examination, and 
was rejected as unqualiEed. The effect of such a 
rejection was to disqualify him for every branch of 
jiublic service, though he might have claimed a re- 
examination, after the interval of a few months 
devoted to further study. Such a re-examination 
lie never attempted, nor did he ever communicate 
his discomfiture to any of his Mends. 

On Christmas Day, but four days after his rejec- 
tlon by the College of Surgeons, while he was 
suffering under the mortification of defeat and dis- 
appointment, and hard pressed for means of sub- 
sistence, he was surprised by the entrance into his 
room of the poor woman of whom he hired his 
wretched apartment, and to whom he owed some 
small arrears of rent. She had a piteous tale of dis- 
tress, and was clamorous in her afflictions. Her 
husband had been arrested in the night for debt, 
and thrown into prison. This was too much for the 
quick feelings of Goldsmith ; he was ready at any 
time to help the distressed, but in this instance he was 
himself in some measure a cause of the distress. What 
was to be done ? He had no money it is true ; but 
there hung the*new suit of clothes in which he had 
stood his unlqcl^y examination at Surgeons* Hall. 
Without giving ^ii^self time for reflection, he sent 
it off to the and raised thereon a. suf* 

Acient sum to pay off his own debt, and to release 
his landlord from prison. 

Under the same pressure of penury and despond- 
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ency, he borrowed from a neighbour a pittance to 
relieve his immediate wants, leaving as a security 
the books which he had recently reviewed. lu 
the midst of these straits and harassments, he re- 
ceived a letter from Griffiths, demanding in peremp- 
tory terms, the return of the clothes and books, or 
immediate payment for the same. It appears that 
he had discovered the identical suit at the pawn- 
broker's. The reply of Goldsmith is not known ; it 
was out of his power to furnish either the clothes or 
the money ; but he probably offered once more to 
i make the muse stand his bail. His reply only in- 
1 creased the ire of the wealthy man of trade, and 
drew from him another letter still mdre harsh than 
the first ; using the epithets of knave and sharper, 
and containing threats of prosecution and a prison. 

The following letter from poor Goldsmith gives 
the most touching picture of an inconsiderate but 
sensitive man, harassed by care, stung by humilia- 
tions and driven almost to despondency. 

Sir, — “ I know of no misery but a jail to wdiich 
my own imprudences and your letter seem to point. 
I have seen it inevitable these three or four weeks, 
and, by heavens 1 request it as a favour,— as a favour 
that may prevent something more fatal. I have 
been some years struggling with a wretched being -- 
with all that contenipt and indigence brings with it 
— ^with all those passions which make contempt in- 
Buppi>rtable. What, then, has a jail that is formida- 
ble ^ I shall at least have the society of wretches, 
and such is to me true society. 1 tell you, again 
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n.id ugdiii, that I am neither able nor willing to par 
you a farthing, but I will be punctual to any ap- 
pointment you or the tailor shall make ; thus far, at 
least, I do not act the sharper, since, unable to pay 
my own debts one way, I would generally give some 
security another. No, sir ; had 1 been a sharper — 
had I been possessed of less good-nature and native 
generosity, I might surely now have been in better 
circumstances. 

** I am guilty, I own, of meannesses which poverty 
unavoidably brings with it : my reflections are filled 
with repentance for my imprudence, but not with 
any remorse for being a viUain: that niay be a 
character you unjustly charge me with. Your books, 
I can assure you, are neither pawned nor sold, but 
in the custody of a friend, from whom my neces- 
sities obliged ' me to borrow some mbney : whatever 
becomes of my person, you shall have them in a 
month. It is very possible both the reports you 
have heard and your own suggestions may jiave 
brought you false information with respect to my 
character ; it is very possible that the man whom 
you now regard with detestation may inwardly bum 
with grateful resentment. It is very possible that, 
upon a second perusal of the letter I sent you, you 
may see the wefrkings of a mind strongly agitated 
with gratitude and jealousy* If such circumstances 
should appear, at least spare invective till my book 
with Mr. Dodsley shall be published, and then, per- 
haps, you may see the bright side of a mind, when 
my professions shall not appear the dictates of ne- 
cessity, but of choice. 
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'’You seem to think Dr. Milner knew me not. 
Perhaps so ; but he was a man I shall ever honour ; 
but 1 have friendships only with the dead ! I ask 
pardon for taking up so much time ; nor shall 1 add 
to it by any other professions than that I am, sir, 
your humble servant, 

“Olivkh Goldsmith 

“P. S. — I shall expect impatiently the result of 
your resolutions.*' 

The dispute between the poet and the publisher 
was afterward imperfectly adjusted, and it would 
appear that the clothes were paid for by a short com- 
pilation advertised by Griffiths in the course of the 
following month ; but the parties were never really 
friends afterward, and the writings of Goldsmith 
were harshly and unjustly treated in the Monthly 
Review. 

We have given the preceding anecdote in detail, 
as furnishing one of the many instances in which 
Goldsmith’s prompt and benevolent impulses out- 
ran all prudent forecast, and involved him in diffi- 
culties and disgraces, which a more selhsh man 
would have avoided. The pawning of the clothes, 
charged upon him as a crime by the grinding book- 
seller, and apparently admitted by«him as one ot 
** the meannesses which poverty unavoidably brings 
with it,*' resulted, as we have shown, from a tender- 
ness of heart and generosity of hand, in which 
another man would have gloried; but these were 
such natural elements with him, that he was un- 
conscious of their merit. It is a pity that wealth 



Gkkkn Aufiouii Gouut. 


125 


does not oftener bring such * meannesses' in its 
train. 

And now let us be indulged in a few particulars 
about these lodgings in which Goldsmith was guilty 
of this thoughtless act of benevolence, ^ey were 
in a very shabby house, No. 12, Green Arbour 
Court, between the Old Bailey and Fleet Market. 
An old woman was still living in 1820 who was <t 
relative of the identical landlady whom Goldsmith 
relieved by the money received from the pawnbroker. 
She was a child about seven years of age at the 
lime that the poet rented his apar tment of her re- 
lative, and used frequently to be at the house in 
Green Arbour Court, She w'as drawn there, in u j 
great measure, by the good-humoured kindness of* 
Goldsmith, who was always exceedingly fond of the 
society of children. He used to assemble those of 
the family in his remm, give them cakes and sweet- 
meats, and set them dancing to the sound of Ids 
flute. He was very friendly to those around him, 
and cultivated a kind of intimacy with a watchmakei 
in the Court, who possessed much native wit and 
humour. He passed most of the day, however, in 
his room, and only went out in the evenings. His 
days w'ere no doubt devoted to tlve drudgery of the 
pen, and it wouM i/ppear that he occasionally found 
the booksellers urgent task-masters. On one occa- 
sion a visitor was shown up to his room, and imme- 
diately their voices were heard in high altercation, 
and the key was turned within the lock. The lend- ^ 
lady, at first, was disposed to go to the assistance 
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her lodger ; but a calm succeeding, she forbore to 
interfere. 

Late in the evening the door 'veas unlocked; a 
supper ordered by the visitor from a neighbouring 
tavern, and Goldsmith and his intrusive guest 
finished the evening in great good-humour. It was 
probably his old task -master Griffiths, whose press 
might have been waiting, and who found no other 
mode of getting a stipulated task from Goldsmith 
than by locking him in, and staying by him until it 
was finished. 

But wc have a more particular account of these 
lodgings in Green Arbour Court from the Kev. 
Thomas Percy, afterward Bishop of Dromore, and 
celebrated for his relics of ancient poetry, his beau- 
tiful ballads, and other works. During an occasional 
visit to London, he was introduced to Goldsmith by 
Grainger, and ever after continued one of his most 
steadfast and valued friends. The following is his 
description of the poet's squalid apartment : 1 called 
on Goldsmith at his lodgings in March, 1769, and 
found him writing his * Inquiry,* in a miserable, 
dirty-looking room, in which diere was but one 
chair ; and 'when, from civility, he resigned it to me, 
he himself was obliged to sit in the 'window. While 
we were conversing together some one tapped gently 
at the door, and, being desired to come in, a poor, 
ragged little girl, of a very becoming demeanour, 
entered the room, and, dropping a courtesy, said, 
* My mamma sends her compliments, and begs the 
favour of you to lend her a chamber pot full of 
coals.’ ** 
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We arc reminded in this anecdote of Goldsmith’s 
picture of the lodgings of Beau Tibbs, and of the 
peep into the secrets of a make-shift establishment 
given to a visitor by the blundering old Scotch 
woman. 

**By this time we were arrived as high as the 
stairs -would permit us to ascend, till we came to 
what he was facetiously pleased to call the first floor 
down the chimney; and, knocking at the door, a 
voice from -within demanded ‘who’s there?* My 
conductor answered that it was him. But this not 
satisfying the querist, the voice again repeated the 
demand, to -which he answered louder than before ; 
and now the door was opened by an old woman 
with cautious reluctance. 

** When we got in he welcomed pae to his house 
with great ceremony ; and, turning to the old w'oman, 
asked where was her lady. *Oood' trojh,’ replied 
she, in a peculiar dialect, * she’s washing your tm 
shirte at the next door, because they have taken an 
oath against lending the tub any longer.’ * My two 
shirts,’ cried he, in a tone that faltered with confu- 
sion ; ‘ what does the idiot mean ?’ * 1 ken w hat I 
mean weel enough,' replied the other ; ‘ she's wash- 
ing your twa shirts at the next door, because—’ 
‘ Fire and ! no more of thy stupid explanations,’ 
cried he; ‘go ahd inform her we have company. 
Were that Scotch h^to be for ever in my family, 
she would never l^n politeness, nor forget that 
absurd poisonous accent of hers, or testify the small- 
est specimen of breeding or high life ; and yet it is 
very surprising too, as 1 had her from a Parliament 
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man, n friend of mine from the Highlands, one <^f 
the politest men in the world; but that's a se- 
cret/ 

Let US linger a little in Green Arbour Court, a 
place consecrated by the genius and the poverty of 
Goldsmith, but recently obliterated in the course of 
modem improvements. The writer of this memoir 
visited it not many years since on a literary pil- 
grimage, and may be excused for repeating a 
description of it which he has heretofore inserted in 
another publication. “ It then existed in its pris- 
tine state, and was a small square of tall and 
miserable houses, the very intestines of wliich 
seemed turned inside out, to judge from the old 
garments and friJpSfy that fluttered from every 
window. It appeared to be a region of washer- 
women, and lines were stretched about the 
little square, on which clothes were dangling to 
dry. 

“Just as we entered the square, a scuffle took 
place between two viragoes about a disputed right 
to a washtub, and immediately tlie whole com- 
munity was in a hubbub. Heads in mob caps 
popped out of every window, and such a clamour of 
tongues ensued that I was fliin to stop my ears. 
Every amason took part with onek or other of the 
disputants, and brandished her arms, dripping with 
soapsi^, and fired away from her window as from 
the "embrasure of a fortress ; while the screams of 
children iiestlcd and cradled in every procreant 
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chamber of this hive, waking with the noise, set up 
their shrill pipes to swell the general concert/’* 

While in these forlorn quarters, suffering under 
extremeedepression of spirits, caused by his failure 
at Surgeons’ Hall, the disappointment of his hopes, 
and his harsh collisions with Griffiths, Goldsmith 
wrote the following letter to his brother Henry, 
some parts of which are most touchingly mournful. 

“ Beau Sir, 

** Your punctuality in answering a man whose 
trade is writing, is more than I had reason to expect; 
and yet you see me generally fflk a whole sheet, 
which is all the recompense I can make for being so 
frequently troublesome. The behaviour of Mr. 
Mills and Mr. Lawder is a little extraordinary. 
However, their answering neither you nor me is a 
sufficient indication of their disliking the employ- 
ment which 1 assigned them. As their conduct is 
different from what I had expected, so I have made 
ail alteration in mine. I shall, the beginning of 
next month, send over two hundred and fifty books.f 
which are all that 1 fancy can bo well sold among 
you, and 1 would have you make some distinction 
in the persons who have subscribed. The money, 
which W'ill amount to sixty pounds, may be left with 
Mr. Bradley as sqpn as possible. 1 am not certain 
but 1 shall quickly have occasion for it. 

*' 1 have met with no disappointment with respec i 

Tales of a Traveller*. 

+ Tbe Inquiry into Polite Uteratara. HU inavlous renuuras 
aiip.y CO the subscription. 
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to my East India voyage, nor are my resolutions 
altered; though, at the same timo, I must confess 
it gives me some pain to think I am almost begin- 
ning the world at the age of thirty-one. Though 1 
never had a day's sickness since I saw you, yet I 
am not that strong, active man you once knew me. 
You scarcely can conceive how much eight years of 
disappointment, anguish, and study have worn me 
down. If I remember right you are seven or eight 
years older than mo, yet 1 dare venture to say, that 
if a stranger saw us both, he would pay me the 
honours of seniority. Imagine to yourself a pale, 
melancholy visage, wkH two great wrinkles between 
the eyebroit's, with an eye disgustingly severe, and 
a big wig : and you may have a perfect picture of 
my present appearance. On the other hand, I con- 
ceive you as perfectly sleek and healthy, passing 
many a happy day among'*your own children, or 
those who knew you a child. 

Since I knew what it was to be a man, this is a 
pleasure I have not known. 1 have passed my days 
among a parcel of cool, designing beings, and have 
contracted all their suspicious manner in my own 
behaviour. 1 should actually be as unfit for the 
society Of my firiends at home, as I detest that which 
I am obliged to partake of here. T can now neither 
partake of the pleasure of a revel, nor contribute to 
raise its jollity. 1 con neither laugh nor drink ; 
have contracted a hesitating, disagreeable manner of 
Hpeaking, and a visage that looks ill-nature itself: 
in short, I have thought myself into a settled melan- 
choly, and an utter disgust of all that life brings 
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with it. Whence this romantic turn that all our 
family are. possessed with? Whence this love for 
every place and every country but that in which we 
reside — for every occupation but our own? This 
desire of fortune, and yet this eagerness to dissipate? 
1 perceive, my dear sir, that I am at intervals for 
Indulging this splenetic manner, and following my 
own taste, regardless of yours. 

“ The reasons you have given me for breeding up 
your son a scholar are judicious and convincing ; I 
should, however, be glad to know for what particular 
profession he is designed* If he be assiduous and 
divested of strong passions (for passions in youth 
always lead to pleasure), he may do very well in 
your college ; for it must be owned that the indus- 
trious poor have good encouragement there, per- 
haps, better than in any other in Europe. But if 
he has ambition, strong passions, and an exquisite 
sensibility of contempt, do not send him there, 
unless you have no other trade for him but your 
own. It is impossible to conceive how much may 
be done by proper education at home. A. boy, 
for instance, who understands perfectly well Latin, 
French, arithmetic, and the principles of the civil 
law, and can wiite a fine hand, has an education 
that may qualify*him for any undertaking; and 
these parts of learning should be carefully incul- 
cated, let him be designed for whatever calling he 
will* 

* Above all things, let him never touch a romance 
or novel: these paint beauty in colours more 
charming than nature, and describe happiness that 
1 2 
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man never tastes. How delusive, how destiuttive 
are those pictures of consummate bliss. They teach 
the youthful mind to sigh after beauty and liap- 
piness that never existed ; to despise the little good 
which fortune has mixed in our cup, by expecting 
more than she ever gave ; and, in general, take the 
word of a man who has seen the world, and who has 
studied human nature more by experience than 
precept; take my word for it, I say, that books 
teach us very little of the world. The greatest 
merit in a state of poverty would only serve to 
make the possessor ridiculous — may distress, but 
.cannot relieve him. Frugality, and even aval ire, 
in the lower orders of mankind, are true ambition. 
lliesG afford the only ladder for the poor to rise to 
preferment. Teach then, my dear sir, to your son, 
thrift and economy. Let his poor w'andering uncle's 
example be placed before his eyes. I had learned 
from books to be disinterested and generous, before 
1 was taught from experience the necessity of being 
prudent. 1 had contracted the habits and notions 
of a philosopher, while I was exposing myself to the 
approaches of insidious cunning; and often by 
being, even with my narrow finances, charitable to 
excess, I forgot the rules of justice, and placed my- 
self in the very situation of the wf etch who thanked 
me for my bounty. ' When I am in the remotest 
part of the world, tell him this, an4 perhaps he may 
improve from my example. But I find myself again 
falling into my gloomy habits of thinking. » 

** My mother, I am informed, is almost blind ; 
jsv^n though I had the utmost inclination to return 
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home, under such circumstances I could not, for to 
behold her in distress 'without a capacity of relieving 
her from it, would add much to my splenetic habit. 
Your last letter was much tpo short ; it should have 
answered some queries I had made in my former* 
Just sit down as I do, and write forward until you 
have filled all your paper. It requires no thought, at 
least from the ease with which my own sentiments 
rise when they are addressed to you. For, believe 
me, my head has no share in all 1 write ; my heart 
dictates the whole. Pray give my love to Bob Bry- 
anton, and entreat him from me not to drink. My 
dear sir, give me some account about poor Jenny.* 
Yet her husband loves her : if so, she cannot be 
unhappy. 

•* I know not whether I should tell you — yet why 
should I conceal these trifles, or, indeed, any thing 
from you ? There is a book of mine will be pub- 
lished in a few days ; the life of a very extraordinary 
man ; no less than the great Voltaire. You know 
already by the title that it is no more than a ca^- 

S . However, 1 spent but four wedcs ^the 
performance, for which I received twenty 
pounds. When published, I shall take some method 
of conveying it to you, unless you may think it dear 
of the postage, which may amount to four or five 
shillings. However, X fear you will not find an 
equivalent of amusement, 

** Your last letter, I repekt it, was too short ; you 

* His sister, Mrs. Johnston ; her msniagd, like ttfi of Miv. 
Hodnon, vras private, hut in pecuniary mutters juu^'lcaa form* 

natA. " 
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should have given me your opinion of the design of 
the heroi-comical poem which I sent you. You re- 
member I intended to introduce the hero of the 
poem as lying in a paltry alehouse. You may take 
the fi)llowmg specimen of the manner, which I 
flatter myself is quite original. The room in which 
he lies may be described somewhat in this way. 

«« < The window, patched with paper, lent a ray 
That feebly 8how*d the state in which he lay ; 

The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread, 

The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ; 

The game of goose was there exposed to view. 

And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 

The Seasons, framed with listing, found a pl^. 

And Prussia’s monarch show’d his lamp black face. 

The mom was cold : he views with keen desire 
A rusty grate uneonacious of a fire ; 

An unpaid reckonh^ on the frieze was scored. 

And flvearaok’d teacups dress’d the chimney hoard.’ 

** And now imagine, after his solUoquy;^ the land- 
lord to moke his appearance in order to dun him for 
the reckoning : 

** * Not with that face, so servile and so gay, 

That welcomes every stranger that can pay : 

With sulky eye he smoked the patient man, 
llxen pall’d his breeches tight, and thus began,* Ac.* 

*' All this is takep, you see, from nature. It is a 
good remark of Montaigne’s, that the wisest men 
often have friends with whom they do not care how 
much they play the fool. Take my present follies 

• The pnrieeted poem, of which the above were speoimena, 
appears novw to have been completed. 
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as instances of my regard. Poetry is a much easier 
and more agreeable species of composition than 
prose ; and, could a man live by it, it were not un- 
pleasant employment to be a poet. I am resolved to 
leave no space, though I should fill it up only by 
telling you, what you very well know already, I 
mean that I am your most affectionate friend and 
brother. 

“ Oliver Goldsmith.” 

The Life of Voltaire, alluded to in the latter part 
of the preceding letter, was the literary job under- 
taken to satisfy the demands of Griffiths. It was to 
have preceded a translation of the Hcnriade, by Ned 
Purdon, Goldsmith's old schoolmate, now a Grub- 
street writer, who starved rather than lived by the 
exercise of his pen, and often tasked Goldsmith’s 
scanty means to relieve his hunger. His miserable 
career was summed up by our poet in the following 
lines written some years after the time we are treat- 
ing of, on- hearing that he had suddenly droppea 
dead in Smithfield : 

*' Here lies poor Ned Pardoa, from misery freed, 

Who long was a bookseller’s hack; 

He led suck a damnable life in this world, 

1 don’t think he’ll wish to come back.” 

The memoir and translation, though advertised to 
form a volume, were not published, together ; but 
appeared separately in a magazine. 

As to the heroi-conucal poem^ also, cited in tbe 
forr^ojug letter, it appears to have perished in 



136 


Oliver Goldsmith. 


embryo. Had it been brought to maturity we should 
liaye had further traits of autobiography ; the room 
already described was probably his own squalid quar- 
ters in Green Arbour Court ; and in a subsequent 
morsel of the poem we have the poet himself, under 
the euphonious name oi Scroggin ; 

“ Where the Red lion peering o^er the way. 

Invites each passing stranger that can pay ; 

Where Calvert’s butt and Parson’s bUick chainitaigne 
Regale the drahs and bloods of Drur^’ liOne : 

There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug. 

The muse found Scroggin stretch’d beneath a rug ; 

A nightcap deck’d his brows instead of bay, 

A cap by night, a stocking all the day !’* 

It is to be regretted that this poetical conception 
was not carried out: like the author’s other writings, 
ir might have abounded with pictures of life and 
touches of nature drawn from his own observation 
and experience, and mellowed by his own humane 
and tolerant spirit ; and might have been a worthy 
companion or rather contrast to his ** Traveller” and 
“Deserted Village,” and have remained in the 
language a first-rate specimen of the mock-heroic. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

FubUcaiion of “ The Inquiry.**— Attacked liy Griffiths' Review.— 
Kcnrick the literary Ishmaelite. — Periodical literature.— 
Goldsmith’s essays.— <jarrick as a manager.— Smollett and bis 
schemes.— Change of lodgings.— The Robin Hood club. 

Towards the end of March, 1759, the treatise on 
which Goldsmith had laid so much stress, on which 
he at one time had calculated to defray the expenses 
of his outfit to India, and to which he had adverted 
in his correspondence with Griihths, made its ap- 
pearance. It was published by the Dodsleys, and 
entitled '‘An Inquiry into the Present State of Polite 
T..eaming in Europe.” 

In the present day, when the whole field of con- 
temporary literature is so widely surveyed and amply 
discussed, andwhen the current productions of every 
country are constantly collated and ably criticised, a 
treatise like that of Goldsmith would be considered 
as extremely limited and unsatisfactory ; but at that 
time it possessed* novelty in its views and wideness 
in its scope, and being endued with the peculiar 
charm of style inseparable from the author, it com- 
manded public attention and a profitable sale. As 
it was the most important production that had yet 
come from Goldsmith’s pen, he was anxious to have 
t\u» credit of it; yet it appeared without his name 
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on the title-page. The authorship, however, was 
well known throughout the world of letters, and the 
author had now grown into sufficient literary im- 
portance to become an object of hostility to the 
underlings of the press. One of the most virulent 
attacks upon him was in a criticism on this treatise, 
and appeared in the Monthly Beview, to which he 
himself had been recently a contributor. It slan- 
dered him as a man while it decried him as an 
author, and accused him, by inuendo, of ** labouring 
under the infamy of having, by the vilest and 
meanest actions, tbrfeited all pretensions to honour 
and honesty,'* and of practising ** those acts which 
bring the sharper to the cart*s tail or the pUlory.'*; 

It will be remembered tiiat tlie Review was owned 
by Griffiths the bookseller, with whom Goldsmith 
had recently had a misunderstanding. The criticism, 
therefore, was no doubt dictated by the lingerings 
of resentment { and the imputations upon Gold- 
smith's character for honour and honesty, and the 
vile and mean actions hinted at, could only allude 
to the unfortunate pawning of the clothes. All this, 
too, was after Griffiths had received the affecting 
letter firom Goldsmith, drawing a picture of his 
poverty and perplexities^ and after the latter had 
made him a literary compensaticn. Griffiths, in 
fact, was seiyiible of the falsehood and extravagance 
of the attacl^ and tried to exonerate himself by de- 
claring that the criticism was written by a person in 
his employ; but we see no difference in atrocity 
between him who wields the knife and him who 
hires the cut-throat. "It may be^ well, however, in 
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passing, to bestow our mite of notoriety upon the 
miscreant who launched the slander. He deserves 
it for a long course of dastardly and venomous at- 
tacks, not merely upon Goldsmith, but upon most 
of the successful authors of the day. His name 
was Kenrick. He was originally a mechanic, but, 
possessing some degree of talent and industry, ap- 
plied himself to literature as a profession. This he 
pursued for many years, and tried his hand in every 
department of prose and poetry ; he wrote plays and 
satires, philosophical tracts, critical dissertations, 
and works on philology ; nothing from his pen ever 
rose to first-rate excellence, or gained him a popular 
name, though he received firom some university the 
degree of Doctor of Laws. Dr. Johnson character- 
ized his literary career in one short sentence. ** Sir, 
he is one of the many who have mode themselves 
pfuibUc without making themselves Jknown/' 

Soured by his own want of success, jealous of the 
success of others, his natural irritability of temper 
increased by habits of intemperance, he at length 
abandoned himself to the practice of reviewing, and 
became one of the IshmaeUtes of the press. In this 
his malignant bitterness soqq. gave him a notoriety 
which his talents had neves heeniible to attain. We 
shall dismiss him for the the following 

sketch of him by the hat^A of his contem- 

poraries : 

Dreamily of genias which he ^ver had, 

Half wit, half fool, half orltio, and half mad ; 

Scidng, like Shirley, <m poe^alyre, 

With allhia rage, but not one apark of ftre ; 
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Faprer for daughter, and resolved to tear 
From other’s Wwa that wreath he most not wear** 
Next Kenrick came : all ihrious and replete 
With brandy, malice, pertness, and conceit; 

Unakill’d in dasdc lore, throng envy blind 
To all that'a beauteous, learned, or r^cd ; 

For fhults alone behold the savage prowl. 

With reason’s oflhl glut his ravening soul ; 

Pleased with hie prey, its inmost blood he drinks, 

And mumblesi pews, and turns it—tiU it stinks.** 

Tlie British press about this tim# was extrava 
gantly fruitful of periodical publications. That 
** oldest inhabitant,’* the Gentleman's Magazine, 
almost coeval with St. John’s gate which graced its 
title-page, had long be^ elbowed by magazines and 
reviews of all kinds : Johnson’s ]feambler had intro- 
duced the fashion of periodical essays, which he 
had followed up in his Adventurer and Idlsir. Imi- 
tations had sprung up on every side, under every 
variety of name ; until British literature w^s entirely 
overrun by a weedy arid transient efflorescence. 
/Many of these rival periodicals choked each other 
almost at the outset, and few of them have escaped 
oblivion. 

Golddinith Wrote for some of the most suceessful, 
such as the Bee, the Busy-Body, and the Lady's 
Magazine. His essays, though chafacterized by his 
delightful style, his pure, benevolent morality, and 
his mellow unobtrusive humour, did not produce 
equal effect at first with more garish writings of in- 
finitely less value ; they did not "strike,” as it is 
terpied ; but they had that rare and enduring merit 
which tis^ in estimation on every perusal. Tliey 
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gradually stole upon the heart of the public, were 
copied into numerous contemporary publications, 
and now they are garnered up among the choice 
productions of British literature. 

In his Inquiry into the State of Polite Learning* 
Goldsmith had given o£fence to David Oarrick, at 
that time the autocrat of the drama, and was doomed 
to experience its effect. A clamour had been raised 
against Garrick for exercising a despotism over the 
stage, and bringing forward nothing but old plays 
to the exclusion of original productions. Walpole 
joined in this charge. “Oanick,*' said he, “is 
treating the town as it deserves and likes to be 
treated ; with scenes, fire- works, and his own writings. 
A good new play I never expect to see more ; nor 
have seen since the Provoked Husband, which came 
out when I was at school.'* Goldsmith, who was 
extremely fond of the theatre, and felt the evils of 
this system, inveighed in his treatise against the 
wrongs experienced by authors at the hands of 
managers. “ Our poet’s performance,’* said he, 
“ must undergo a process truly chemical before it is 
presented to the public. It must be tried in the 
manager’s fire; strained through a licenser, suffer 
from repeated corrections, till it may be amei^ caput 
mortuum when it^arrives before the public." Again— 
“ Getting a play on even ii^pxee or four years is a 
privilege reserved only for pp^iiappy few who have 
the aits of courting the maCperaawell as the muse ; 
who have adulation to his vanity, powerful 

patrons to support their or money, to indem- 

nify disappointment. Our, ^aiaa aacestoia^^bAd but 
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one name for a wit and a witch. I would not dis* 
pute the propriety of uniting those characters then ; 
but the man who under present discouragements 
ventures to write for the stage, whatever claim he 
may have to the appellation of a wit, at least has no 
right to be called a conjurer.” But a passage which 
perhaps touched more sensibly than all the rest on 
the sensibilities of Garrick, was the following. 

**I have no particular spleen against the fellow 
who sweeps the stage with the besom, or the hero 
who brushes it with his train. It were a matter of 
indifference to me, whether our heroines are in keep- 
ing, or our candle-snuffers bum their fingers, did 
not such make'alp^atps^of public care and polite 
conversation. Our actors 'assume all that stater off 
the stage which they do on it’; and, to use an ex- 
pression borrowed from the green-room, every one 
is up in his part. 1 am sorry to say it, they seem to 
forgot their real characters.” 

Thcne strictures were considered by Garrick as 
intended for himself, and they were rankling in his 
mind when Goldsmith waited upon him, and solicited 
his vote for the vacant secretaryship of the Society 
of Alts, of which the manager was a member. 
Garrick, puffed up by his dramatic renown and his 
intimacy with the great, and knowing Goldsmith 
only by his budding reputation, may not have con- 
sidered him of sufficient importance to be conciliated. 
In reply to his solicitataons, he observed that he 
could hardly expect his Mendly exertions after the 
unprovoked attack he had made upon his manage- 
ment. Goldsmith replied that he had indulged in 
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no personalities, and had only'spoken what he be- 
lieved to be the truth. He made no further apology 
nor application failed to get the appointment, and 
('onsidered Garrick his enemy. In the second edition 
of his treatise he expunged lor modified the passages 
which had given the manager offence ; but though 
the author and actor became intimate in after years, 
this false step at the outset of their intercourse was 
never forgotten. 

About this time Goldsmith engaged with Dr. 
Smollett, who was about to laun ch 4he British Maga- 
zine. Smollett was a compile "schemer and specu- 
lator in literature, and intent upon enterprises that 
had money rather than reputation in view. Gold- 
smith has a good-humoured hit at this propensity in 
one of his papers in the Bc^e, in which he represents 
Johnson, Hume, and oBicrs taking seats in the stage- 
coach bound for Fame, wliile Smollett prefers that 
destined for Biches. 

Another prominent employer of Goldsmith was 
Mr. John Newbery, who engaged him to contribute 
occasional essays to a newspaper entiUed the Public 
liodger, which made its first appearance on the 12th‘ 
of January, 1760. His most valuable and charac- 
teristic contributions to this paper were his Chinese 
I,etters, subsequently modified into the Citizen of 
the World. These lucubrations attracted general 
atte* tion ; they were reprinted in the various perio- 
dical publications of the day, end met with great 
applause. The name uf the author, however, was 
as yet but little known. 

Being now easier in circumstances, and in the 
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receipt of freejuent sums from the booksellers, Gold- 
smith, about the middle of 1760, emerged from his 
dismal abode in Green Arbour Court, and took 
respectable apartments in Wine Office Court, Fleet- 
street. 

Still he continued to hwk back witli considerate 
benevolence to the xroor hostess, whose necessities he 
had relieved by pawning his gala coat, for we are 
told that ** he often sup^died her with food from his 
own table, and visited her frequently with the sole 
purpose to be kind to her." 

He now became a member of a debating club, 
called the Kobin Hood, which used to ’ ‘meet near 
Temple Bar, and in which Burke, while yet a Temple 
student, had first tried his powers. Goldsmith spoke 
here occasionally, and is recorded in the Bobin Hood 
archives as candid disputant, with a clear head 
and an honest heart, though coming but seldom to 
the society." His relish was for clubs .of a more 
social jovial nature, and he was never fond of argu- 
ment. An amusing anecdote is told of his first 
introduction to the club, by Samuel Derrick, an 
Irish acquaintance of some humour. On entering, 
Goldsmith was struck with the self-important ap- 
pearance of the chairman ensconced in a large gilt 
chair. ** This,” said he, ** must be the Lord Chan- 
cellor at least.” " N0, no," replied Derrick, “ he's 
only master of the 'The chairman was a 

AaAwr, 
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CHAPTER XII. 

New lodgiiig8.~Visits of cermany.»Ila]ig€r8-on.-->rilklngtoni 
and the white mousc.^Introduction to Dr. Johnson.— Davies 
and his bookshop.— Pretty Mrs. Davies.— Foote and his pro- 
jects.— Criticism of the cudg^ 

In his new lodgings in Wine Office Court, Goldsmith 
began to receive visits of ceremony, and to entertain 
his literary friends. Among the latter he now num- 
bered several names of note, such as Guthrie, 
Murphy, Christopher Smart, and Bickerstaff. He 
had also a numerous class of h angers-on, the small 
fry of literature ; who, knowing his almost utter in- 
capacity to refuse a pecuniary request, were apt, now 
that he was considered flush, to levy continual taxes 
upon his purse. 

Among others, one Filkington, an old college ac- 
quaintance, but now a shifting adventurer, duped 
him in the most ludicrous manner. He called on 
him with a face full of perplexity. A lady of the 
first rank having an extraordinary fancy for curious 
animals, for which she was willing to give* enormous 
sums, he had procured a couple of white mice to oo 
forwarded to her from India. They were actually 
on board of a ship in the river. Her grace had 
been apprized of their arrival, and was all impatience 
to SCO thorn. T Unfortunately he had no cage to put 
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them in, nor clothes to appear in before a lady of her 
rank. Two guineas would be sufficient for his pur- 
pose, but where were two guineas to be procured ^ 
The simple heart of Goldsmith waa touched ; but, 
alas ! he had but half a guinea in his pocket. It was 
unforttmate, but, after a pause, his friend suggested, 
with some hesitation, “ that money might be raised 
upon his watch ; it would but be the loan of a few 
hours.” So said, so done; the watch was delivered 
to the worthy Mr. Filkington to be pledged at a 
neighbouring pawnbioker's, but nothing further was 
ever seen of him, the watch, or the white mice. The 
next that Goldsmith heard of the poor shifting 
scapegrace, he was on his death-bed, starving with 
want, upon which, forgetting or forgiving the trick 
he had played upon him, he sent him a guinea. In-' 
deed he used often .to relate with great humour the 
foregoing anecdote of his credulity, and was ulti- 
mately in some degree indemnified by its suggesting 
to him the amusing little story of Prince Bonbennin 
and the White Mouse in the Citizen of the World, 
In this year Goldsmith became personally ac- 
quainted with Dr. Johnson, toward whom he was 
drawn by strong sympatliics, though their natures 
were widely ditFerenc. Both had struggled from 
early with poverty, but had struggled in different 
ways. Goldsmith, buoyant, heedless, sanguine, tole- 
rant of evils and easily pleased, had shifted along by 
any temporary expedient ; cast down at every turn, 
bqt rising again with indomitable good-humour, and 
still carried' fbrward by his thlint at hoping. John- 
son, melancholy and hypoeiic»ndriacal, and prone to 
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apprehend the worst, yet sternly resolute to battle 
with and conquer it, had made his way doggedly 
and gloomily, but with a noble principle of self- 
reliance and a disregard of foreign aid. Both had 
been irregular at college. Goldsmith, as we have 
shown, from the levity of his nature and his social 
and convivial habits; Johnson, from his acerbity and 
gloom. When, in after life, the latter heard hknself 
spoken of as gay and firolicksome at college, because 
he had joined in some riotous excesses there, ** Ah, 
sir !’* replied he, ** I was mad and violent. It was 
bitterness which tliey mistook for frolic. I tocis 
miseroMy poor^ and I thought to hght my way by my 
literature and my wit. So I disregarded all power and 
all autliority." 

Goldsmith’s poverty was never accompanied by 
bitterness ; but neither was it accompanied by the 
guardian pride which kept Johnson from falling into 
the degrading shifts of poverty. Goldsmith had an 
unfortunate facility at borrowing, and helping him- 
self along by tlie contributions of his friends ; no 
doubt trusting, in his hopeful way, of one day 
making retribution. Johnson never hoped, and 
therefore never borrowed. In his sternest trbUs he 
proudly bore the ills he could not master. In his 
youth, when some unknown friend, seeing his shoes 
completely worn out, left a new pair at his chamber 
door, he disdained to ac<}ept the boon, and threw 
them away. 

Though like Goldsmith an immethodioal stad^t, 
he had imbibed deeper draughts of ' knowledge, &d 
mude himself t riper scholar. While Goldsmith's 
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happy conatitution and genial humours carried him 
abroad into sunshine and enjoyment, Johnson’s 
physical infirmities and mental gloom drove him 
Upon himself ; to the resources of reading and medi- 
tation; threw a deeper though darker enthusiasm 
into his mind, and stored a retentive memory with 
all kinds of knowledge. 

After several years of youth passed in the country 
as usher, teacher, and an occasional writer for the 
press, Johnson, when twenty-eight years of age, 
came up to London with a half- written tragedy in 
his pocket ; and David Garrick, late his pupil, and 
several years his junior, as a companion, both poor 
and penniless, both, like Goldsmith, seeking their 
fortune in the metropolis. *‘We rode and tied,” 
said Garrick sportively in after years of prosperity, 
when he spoke of their humble wayfaring. 
came to London,'* said J'ohnson, ** with twopence- 
halfpenny in' my pocket." “ Eh, what's that you 
say?" cried Garrick, “ with twopence-hal^nny in 
your pocket ?" “ Why, yes ; I came with twopence- 
halfpenny in my pocket, and thou, Davy, with but 
three halfjpence in thine." Nor was there muck 
exaggeration in the picture ; for so poor were they 
in purse and credit, that after their arrival they had, 
with difficulty, raised fi;ve pounds, by giving their 
joint note to a oookseller in the Strand. 

Many, many years had Johnson gone on obscurely 
in' London, ** fighting his way by his literature and 
his wit ^ndtiring ^ the hardships and miseries 
of a Grub-street* writer : so destitute at one time, 
that he and Savage the poet had walked all night 
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about St. James’s Square, both too poor to pay for a 
night’s lodging, yet both full of poetry and patriotism, 
and determined to standby tlieir country ; so shabby 
in dress at another time, that udicn ho dined at 
Cave’s, his bookseller, *when there was prosperous 
company, he could not make his appearance at 
table, but had his dinner handed to him behind a 
screen. 

Yet through all the long and dreary Boggle, often 
diseased in mind as^ well as in body, he had been 
resolutely self-dependent, and proudly self-respect- 
fi]} ; he had fulfilled his college vow, he hail ** fought 
his way by his literature and his wit.” His Rambler 
and Idler had made him the great moralist of the 
age, and his ” Dictionary and History of the English 
Language,” that stupendous monument of individual 
labour, had excited the admiration of the learned 
world. He was now at the head of intellectual 
society; and had become as distinguiitiied by his 
conversational as his literary powers. Ho had be- 
come as much an autocrat in his sphere as his fellow- 
wayfarer and adventurer Garrick had become of the 
stage, and had been humourously dubbed by Smol- 
lett, “ The Great Cham of Literature.” 

Such was Dr. Johnson, when on the 31st of May, 
1761, he was to make his appearance as a guest at a 
literary supper given by Goldsmith, to a numerous 
party at his new lodgings in Wine Office Court. It 
was the opening of their acquuntance. Johnson 
had felt and acknowledged the merit of Goldsmith 
as an author, and been pleased by the honourable 
mention made of himdelf in the Bee and Chinese 
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Letters. Dr. Percy called upon Johnson to take him 
to Goldsmith's lodgings; he found Jolnison arrayed 
with unusual care in a new suit of clothes, a now 
hat, and a w'ell-powdered whig ; and could not hut 
notice his uncommon spruceness. “Why, sir,” 
replied Johnson, “I hear that Goldsmith, who is a 
very great sloven, justifies his disregard of cleanli- 
ness and decency by quoting my practice, and 1 am 
desirous this night to show him a better example." 

The acquaintance thus commenced . ripened into 
intimacy in the course of frequent meetings at the 
shop of Davies, the bookseller, in Russell-strept, 
(-ovont Garden. As this was one of the great literary 
gossiping places of the day, especially to the circle 
over which Johnson presided, it is w'orthy of somcj 
specification. Mr. Thomas Davies, noted in after 
times as the biographer of Garrick, had originally 
been on the stage, and though a small man, had 
enacted tyrannical tragedy, with a pomp and mag- 
niloquence beyond his siae, if we may trust the 
description given of him by Churchill in the Rok- 
ciad: 


“ Statesman all over— in plots lainoiu 
Be nuntthi a eentmee m curs mouth a bom 

This unlucky sentence is said to have crippled him 
in the midst of his tragic career, and ultimately to 
have driven him from the stage. He carried into 
the bookselling craft somewhat of the grandiose 
manner of the stage, and was prone to be mouUiy 
and magniloquent. 

Churchill had intimated, that while on the stage 
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he was more noted for Ills pietty wife than his good 
acting : 


“ Wltli him came raiglity Davies ; on my life, 

That fellow has a very pretty wife.” 

“Pretty Mrs. Davies" continued to be the lode- 
star of his fortunes. Her tea-table became almost 
as much a literary lounge as her husband's shop. 
She found favour in the eyes of the Ursa Major of 
literature by her winning ways, and she poured out 
for him cups Avithout stint of his favourite beverage. 
Indeed it is suggested tliat she was one leading cause 
of his habitual resort to this literary haunt. Others 
were drawn thither for the sake of Johnson’s con- 
versation, and tlius it became a resort of many of 
the notorieties of the day. Here might occasionally 
be seen Bennet Langton, George Stephens, Dr. 
Percy, celebrated for his ancient ballads, and some- 
times >V arburton in prclalic state. Garrick resorted 
to it for a time, but soon grew shy and auspicious, 
declaring that most of the authors who frequented 
Mr. Davies’s shop went merely to abuse him, 

Foote, the Aristophanes of the day, wtis a frequent 
visitor ; his broad face beaming with fun and wag- 
gery, and his satirical eye ever on the look-out for 
characters and incidents for his farces. He was 
struck with the odd habits and appearance of John- 
son and Goldsmith, now so often brought together 
in Davies’s shop. He was about to put on the stage 
a farce called The Orators, intended as a Kit at the 
Ilobin Hoo<l di baiing club, and resolved to show up 
the two doctors in it for the entertainment of the town. 
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" What ia the common price of an oak stick, sh ? ' 
saiil Johnson to Davies. “ Sixpence," was the reply. 
“ Why then, sir, give me leave to send your servant 
to purchase a shilling one. I'll have a double quan- 
tity ; for 1 am told Foote means to take me off as ho 
calls it, and I am determined the fellow shall not do 
it with impunity.** 

Foote had no disposition to undergo the criticism 
of the cudgel wielded by such potent hands, so thr* 
fiirce of The Orators appeared without the caiica- 
tures of the lexicographer and the essayist. 
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CHAPTER XHI. 

Ovicntal projcctfl.— Uterary jobs.— The Cherokee cbie&.— Meny 
Islington and the White Conduit House.— Letters on the His- 
tory of Knglond.— James Boswell.— Dinner of Davies.— Anec- 
dotes of Johnson and Goldsmith. 

Notwithstanding hia growing success, Goldsmith 
continued to consider literature amcre make-shift, and 
his vagrant imagination teemed with schemes and plans 
of a grand but indefinite nature. One was for visit- 
ing the !Past and exploring the interior of Asia. Ho 
had, as ha.s been before observed, a vague notion 
that valuable discoveries were to be made there, and 
many useful inventions in the arts brought back to 
_thc stock of ISuropean knowledge. “Thus, in Sibe- 
rian Tartary,’ ' observes he, in one of his writings, 
the natives extract a strong spirit from inillc, 
which is a secret probably unknown to the chemisis 
of Europe. In the most savage parts of India they 
are possessed of the scctet of dying vegetable sub- 
stances scarlet, and that of refining lead into a metal 
which, for hardness and colour, is little inferior to 
silver." 

Goldsmith adds a description of the kind of person 
suited to such an enterprise, in which he evidently 
had himself in view. 

“ Tie sliouM bo a man of a philosophical turn, \>no 
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apt to deduce consequences of general utility from 
particular occurrences ; neither swollen with pride 
nor hardened with prejudice ! neither wedded to one 
particular system, nor instructed only in one parti- 
cular science ; neither wholly a botanist, nor quite 
an antiquarian ; his mind should be tinctured with 
miscellaneous knowledge, and his manners hu- 
manized by an intercourse with men. He should be 
in some measure an enthusiast to the design ; fond 
of travelling, from a rapid imagination and an innate 
love of change ; famished with a body capable of 
sustaining every fatigue, and a heart not easily ter- 
riified at danger/* 

In 1701, when Lord Bute became prime minister 
on the accession of George the Third, Goldsmitli 
drew up a memorial on the subject, suggesting the 
advantages to be derived from a mission to those 
countries solely for useful and scientific purposes ; 
and, the better to insure success, he preceded his 
application to the government by an ingenious essay 
to tlie same effect in the Public Ledger. 

His memorial and his essay were fruitless, liis 
project moat probably being deemed the dream of a 
visionary. Still it continued to haunt his mind, and 
he would often talk of making an expedition to 
Aleppo some time or other, when his means were 
greater, to inquire into the arts peculiar to the East, 
and to bring home sudi as might be valuable. John- 
son, who knew how little poot Goldsmith was fitted 
by scientific lore for this favourite scheme of his 
fancy, scoffed at the project when it was men - 
'oned toJiim. ** Of all men,** said ho. “ Goldsmith 
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i\ most unfit to go out upon such an inquiry, for 
he is utterly ignorant of such arts as %ve already 
possess, and, consequently, could not know what 
would be accessions to our present stock of mecha- 
nical knowledge. Sir, he would bring home a 
grinding barrow, which you see in every street in 
London, and think that he had furnished a wonder- 
ful improvement. 

His connection with Newbery, the bookseller, now 
led him into a variety of temporary jobs, such as a 
pamphlet on the Cock-lane Ghost, a Life of Beau 
Nash, the famous Master of Ceremonies at Bath, kc, 
one of the best things for his fame, however, was the 
remodelling and republication of his Chinese Letters 
under the title of ** the Citizen of the World," a 
work which has long since taken its merited stand 
among the classics of the English language. ** Few 
works," it has been observed by one of his biogra- 
Ijhers, “ exhibit a nicer perception, or more delicate 
delineation of life and manners. Wit, humour, and 
sentiment, pervade every page. ; the vices and follies 
of the day arc touched with the most playful and 
diverting satire; and English characteristics, in 
endless variety, are hit off with the pencil of a 
master." 

In seeking materials for his varied views of life, 
he often mingled in strange scenes and got involved 
ill w'himsical situations. In the summer of 1762 he 
was one . of the thousands who went to sec the Che- 
rokee chiefs, whom he mentions In one of his 
Avritinga. The Indians made their appearance in 
g and costunu*, hideously, painted and besmeared. 
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In the course of the visit Goldsmith made one of the 
chiefs a present, who, in the ecstacy of his gratitude, 
gave him an embrace that left his fi^e well bedaubed 
with oil and red ochre. 

Towards the close of 1762 he removed to ** merry 
Islington," then a country village, though now 
swallowed up in omniverous London. He went 
there for the benefit of country air, his health being 
injured by literary appUeation and confinement, and 
to be near his chief emp^yer, Mr. Newbery, who 
resided in the Canonbury House. In this neigh; 
bourhood he used to take hia solitary rambles, 
sometimes extending his walks to the gardens of the 
** White Conduit House," so famous among the 
essayists of the last century. While strolling one 
day in these gardens, ho met three females of the 
family of a respectable tradesman to whom he was 
under some obligation. With his prompt disposi- 
tion to oblige, hjs conducted them about the garden, 
treated, them to tea, and ran up a bill in the most 
openhanded manner imaginable ; it was only when 
he came to pay that Im found himself in one of his 
old dilemmas— he had not the whe^withal in hia 
pocket. A scene of perplexity now took place be- 
tween him ,and the waiter, in ^ midst of which 
came up some of hia ac^Ujaintances, in whose eyes 
he wished to stand particularly well. This com- 
pleted his mortification. There was no concealing 
the awkwardness of hia. position. The sneers of the 
waiter revealed it. Hia acquaintances amused them- 
selves for some time at his expense, professing their 
.inability to relieve him. When, however, they had 
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enjoyed their banter, the waiter was paid, and poor 
Goldsmith enabled to convoy off the ladies with 
flying colours. 

Among the various productions thrown off by him 
for the booksellers during this growing period of his 
reputation, was a small work in two volumes, enti- 
tled ** the History of Hngland, in a series of Letters 
from a Nobleman to his Son.*' It was digested from 
Hume, llapin. Carte, and Kennet. These authors 
ho would read in the morning ; make a few notes ; 
ramble with a Mend into the country about the 
skirts of ** merry Islington ; return to a temperate 
dinner and chee^l evening; and before going to 
bed, write ofiT what had arranged itself in his head 
from the studies of the morning. In this w'ay he 
took a more general view of the subject, and wrote 
in a more free and fluent style than if he had been 
mousing at the time among > authorities. The work| 
like many others written by him in the earlier part 
of his literary career, was anonymous* Some attri* 
buted it to Lord Oheeterfleld, others to Lord Orrery, 
and others to Lord Lyttleton. The latter sOemed 
pleased to bo the putatm^ father, and never dis- 
owned the bantling thus laid at his door; aiid well 
might he have been proud to be considered capable 
of producing what has been well-pronounced ** the 
most finished and elegant 'summary of English 
history in the same compass that has been or is likely 
to be written.*' 

The reputation of Goldsmith, it will be perceived, 
grew slowly; he was known and estimated by a 
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few ; but he had not those brilliant though fallacious 
qualities which flash upon the public, and excite 
loud but transient applause. His works were more 
read than cited ; and the chann of style, for which 
he was especiidly noted, was more apt to be felt 
than talked about. Ho used often to repine, in a 
half-humourous, half-querulous manner, at his tar- 
diness in gaining the laurels which he felt to be his 
due. ** The public,*' he would exclaim, “ will 
never do me justice ; whenever I write any thing, 
they make a point to know nothing about it.’* 

About the beginning of 1763 he became acquainted 
with Boswell, whose literary gossipings were de- 
stined to have a deleterious effect upon his reputa- 
tion. Boswell was'ai lhat'time a young man, light, 
buoyant, pushing, and presumptuous. He had a 
morbid passion for mingling in the society of men 
noted for wit and learning, and had just arrived 
from Scotland, bent upon making his way into the 
literary circles of the metropolis. An intimacy with 
Hr. Johnson, the gx;eat literaJ^^luminary of the day, 
was the crowning object of his asinring and some- 
what ludicrous, ambition. He expected to meet him 
at a dinner to which he was invited at Davies, the 
bookseller's, but was disappointed. Goldsmith was 
present, but he was not as yet sufficiently renowned 
to excite i^e reverence of Boswell. “ At this time,” 
says he in his notes, “1 think he had published 
nothing with his name, though it was pretty gene- 
rally understood that one Dr. Goldsmith was the 
authcr of * An Inquiry into the Present State of 
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Polite Learning in Europe/ and of ‘ The Citizen of 
the World/ a series of letters supposed to be 'written 
from London, by a Chinese/' 

A conversation took place at table between Gold- * 
smith and Mr. Robert Bodsley, compiler of the 
well-known collection of modem poetry, as to the 
merits of the currejit poeU'y of the day. Goldsmith 
declared there was none of superior merit. Dodsley 
cited his own collection in proof of the contrary. 

** It is true/* said he, “ we can boast.of no palaces 
now-a-days, like Bryden's Ode to St. Cecilia's 
Day, but we have villages composed of very pretty 
houses." Goldsmith, however, maintained that 
there was nothing above mediocrity, an opinion in 
which Johnson, to whom it was repeated, concurred, 
and with reason, for the era was one of the dead 
levels of British poetry. 

Boswell has made no note of this eonvei'sation ; 
he was an Unitarian in his literary devotion, and dis- 
posed to worship none but Johnson. Little Davies 
end?avoured to console him for his disappointment, 
and to stay tlio stomach of his curiosity, by giving 
him imitations of the great lexicographer ; xnoutliing 
his words, rolling his head, and assuming as pon- 
derous a manner as his petty person would permit. 
Boswell W 41 B shortly afterwards made happy by an 
introduction to Johnson, of whom he became the 
obsequious satellite. From him he like'wise imbibed 
a more favourable opinion of Goldsmith's merits, 
though he was fain to considez* derived in a 
great mciisure from his Magnus Apollo. *' Ho had 
ftag.u’ity enovij^u, sa)* he, ' to tullivdte assidn- 
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ously the acquaintance of Johnson, uiiil his faculties 
were gradually enlarged by the contemplation of 
such a model. To me and many others it appeared 
that he studiously copied the manner of Johnson, 
though, indeed, upon a smaller scale.” So on 
another occasion he calls him ** one of the brightest 
ornaments of the Johnsonian school.*' His respect- 
ful .attachment to Johnson/* adds he, **was then 
at its hdght; for his own literary reputation had 
not yet distinguished him so much os to excite a 
vain desire of competition with his great master.” 

What beautiful instances does the garrulous Bos- 
well give of the goodness of heart of Johnson, and 
the passing homage to it by Goldsmith. They were 
speaking of a Mr. Levett, long on inmate of John- 
son's house and a dependent on his bounty ; but 
who, Boswell thought, must be an irksome charge 
upon him. ** He is poor and honest,” said Goldsmith, 
** which is recommendation enough to Johnson.” 

Boswell mentioned another person of a very bad 
character, and wondered at Johnson’s kindness to 
him. **He is now become miserable,” said Gold- 
smith, **and tliat insures the protection of Johnson.” 
Encomiums like these' speak almost as much for the 
heart of him who praises as him who is praised. 

Subsequently, whflia Boswdl had become more in^ 
tense in bis literary iiiblatly, he affected to under- 
value Goldsmith, and w lurking hostility to him is 
discernible throughout biS writmgs, which some have 
attributed to asilly spirit of jealousy of the superior 
eatcem evinced- fbt the poet by Br. Johnson. We 
have a gleam of this in his account of the first even- 
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ing he spent iii company' with those two eminent 
authors at their famous resort, the Mitre Tavern, in 
Fleet-street. This took place on the 1st of July, 
1763. The trio supped together, and passed some 
time in literary conversation. On quitting the tavern, 
Johnson, who had now been sociably acquainted 
Dvith Goldsmith for two years, and knew his merits, 
took him with him to dxink tea with his blind pen- 
sioner, Miss Williams ; a high privilege among his 
intimates and admirers. To Boswell, a recent ac- 
quaintance, whose intrusive sycophancy had not yet 
made its way into his confidential intimacy, he gave 
no invitation. Boswell felt it with all the jealousy 
of a little mind. ** Dr. Goldsmith,** says he, in his 
memoirs, ** being a privileged man, went with him, 
strutting away, and calling to me with an air of 
superiority, like that of an esoteric over an exoteric 
disciple of a sage of antiquity, *I go to Miss Williams.' 
I confess I then envied him this mighty privilege, of 
which he seemed to be so proud ; but it was not long 
before I obtained the same mark of distinction.*' 
Obtained! but how? not like Goldsmith, by the 
force of unpretending but congenial merit, but by a 
course of the most pushing, contriving, and spaniel- 
like subserviency. Beally, the ambition of the man 
to illustrate his mental insignificance,, by continually 
placing himself in juxtaporition with the great lexi- 
cographer, has something in it perfectly ludicrous. 
Never, since the days of Don Quixote and Saticho 
Panza, has there been presented to the world a more 
whimsically conttasted pair of ofisociates than John- 
son and Boswell. 
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** Who is this Scotch cur at Joh^on’s heels ?” 
asked some one when Boswell had worked his way 
into incessant companionship. “ He is not a cur/* 
replied Goldsmith, “ you arc too severe ; he is only 
a bur. Tom Davies flung him at Johnson in sport, 
and h<> has the faculty of sticking.' 
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CHAFTER XIV. 

Hogarth a vi&itor at Islington->-hi8 chaTacter.-^Strcot studies.— 
Sympathies between authors and painters.— Sir Joshua Key-. 
nolds— his charactcT— his dinners^— The Literary Club.— its 
meml»ors.— Johnson’s revels with tA.nky and Beau.— Gold- 
smith at the club. 

Among tlic intimates who used to visit the poet oc- 
onsionally in his retreat at Islington, was Hogarth 
the x^tdnter. > Goldsmith had spoken well of him in 
his essays in the Rublic Lodger, and this formed the 
first link in their friendship. He was at this time 
upwar3s^ of sixty years of age, and is described as a 
stout, active) bustling little man, in a sky-blue coat, 
satirical and dogmatic, yet full of real benevolence 
and the love of human nature. He was the moralist 
and philosopher of the pencil ; like Goldsmith, he 
had sounded the depths of vice and misery, witliout 
being polluted by them ; and though his picturings 
had not the pervading amenity of those of the 
essayist, and dwelt more on the crimes and vices 
than the follies and humours of mankind, yet they 
were all calculated, in like manner, to fill the mind 
with instruction and precept, and to make the heart 
better. 

Hogarth docs not appear to* have had much of the 
rural feeling with wliich Goldsmith was so amply 
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endowed, and may not have accompanied him in his 
strolls about hedges and green lanes ; but he was a 
fit companion with whom to explore the mazes oi* 
London, in which he was continually on the look- 
out for character and incident. One of Hogarth’s 
admirers speaks of having come upon him in Castle- 
street, engaged in one of his street studies, watching 
two boys who were quarrelling ; patting one on the 
back who flinched, and endeavouring to spirit liini 
up to a fresh encounter. ** At^ him again ! D — 
him, if I would take it of him I at him again !” 

A frail memorial of this • iptimaey between the 
painter and the poet exists in a portrait in oil, called 
* Goldsmith's ^BEStetess.* It is supposed to have been 
painted by Hogarth in the course of his visits to 
IslingtoUk and given by him to the poet as a means 
of paying his landlady. There are no friendships 
among men of talents more likely to be sini^ than 
those between painters and poets. Possess^ of the 
same qualities of mind, governed by the same prin- 
ciples of taste and natural laws of grace and beauty, 
but applying them to different yet mutually illus- 
trative arts, they are constantly in sympathy, and 
never in collision with each other. 

A still more congenial intimacy of .the kind was 
that contracted by Gkildsmith with 'Mr; afterwards 
Sir Joshua lle3mold8. The latter* was npw about 
forty years of age, a few years older than the poet, 
whom he charmed by the blandness and benignity 
of his manners^ and the nobleness and g^ievosliy of 
His dispositl^^iye^. nm^^ as he did by the graces of 
his pencil and tW magic of bis colouring They 
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were men of kindred genius, excelling in corres- 
ponding qualities of their several arts, for style in 
writing is what colour is in painting ; both are in- 
nate endowments, and equally magical in their 
effects. Certain graces and harmonies of both may 
be acquired by diligent stu^y and imitation, but 
only in a limited degree ; whereas by their natural 
possessors they are exercised spontaneously, almost 
unconsciously, and with ever-varying fascination. 
Reynolds soon understood and appreciated the merits 
of Goldsmith, and a sincere and lasting fnendship 
ensued between them. 

At Reynolds’s house Goldsmith mingled in a 
higher range of company than he had been accus- 
tomed to. The fame of this celebrated artist, and 
his amenity of manners, were gathering round him 
men of talents of all kinds, and the increasing afflu- 
ence of his circumstances enabled him to give full 
indulgence to his hospitable disposition. Poor 
Goldsmith had not yet, like Dr. Johnson, acquiri;d 
reputation enough to atone for his external defects 
and his want of the air of good society. Miss Rey- 
nolds used to inveigh against his personal appeai*- 
ance, wliich gave her the idea, she said, of a low 
mechanic, a joumeyxlian tailor* One evening at a 
large supper party, being called upon to give as a 
toast, the ugliest man she knew, she gave Di„ Quid- 
smith, upon which a lady who sat oppod^ and 
whoi|l» she had never met helbre, shook hands with 
her across the table, and.** hoped to become better 
acquainted.’' 

\Vc have a graphic and tuntising picture of Rc4'- 
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nolds's hospitable but motley estublishiiient, in an 
account given by a Mr. Courtenay to Sir James 
Mackintosh ; though it speaks of a time after Hey- 
Holds had received the honour of knighthood. 
**Therc was something singular/* said he» ** in the 
style and economy of Sir Joshua's table, that con- 
tributed to pleasantry and good-humour, a coarse, 
inelegant plenty, without any regard to order and 
arrangement. At five o'clock precisely, dinner was 
served, whether all the invited guests were arrived 
or not. Sir Joshua was never so fosliionably ill-bred 
as to wait an hour perhaps for two or three persons 
1 of rank or title, and put the rest of the company 
I out ol hmn<rur by this invidious distinction. His 
invitations, however, did not regulate the number 
of his guests. Many dropped in uninvited. A 
Uble prepared for seven or eight was often compelled 
to contain fifteen or sixteen. There was a conse- 
quent deficiency of knives, forks, plates, and glasses. 
The attendance was in the same style, and those 
who were knowing in the ways of ^e house took 
care on aitting down to call instantly for beer, bread 
or wine, that they might secure a supply before the 
first course uras over. He was once prevailed on to 
furnish the table with decanters and glasses at din- 
ner, to save time and prevent confusion. These 
gradually wero demolished in the course of ser- 
vice, and were never replaced. These trifling em- 
barrassments, however, only served to enhance the 
hilarity and singular pleasure of tlie entertainment. 
The wine, cookery and dishes were but little 
attended to ; noi was the fish or venison ever talked 
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of or recommended. Amidst this convivial animated 
bustle among his guests, our host sat perfectly com- 
posed; alvtrays attentive to what was said, never 
minding what was ate or drank, but left every one 
at perfect liberty to scramble for himself.” 

Out of the casual but frequent meeting of men of 
talent at this hospitable board rose that association 
of wits, authors, scholars, and statesmen, renowned 
as the Literary Club. Reynolds was the first to 
propose a regular association of the kind, and was 
eagerly seconded by Johnson, who proposed as a 
model a club which he had formed many years pre- 
viously in Ivy Lane, but which was now extinct. 
Like that club the number of members was limited 
to nine. They were to meet and sup together once 
a week, on Monday night, at the Turk’s Head in 
Gerard-street, Soho, and two members were to con- 
stitute a meeting. It took a regular form in the 
year 1764, but did not tteceive its literary appella- 
tion until several years afterwards. 

The original members were Reynolds, Johnson, 
Burke, Dr. Nugent, Bennet Langton, Topham 
Beaucl^c, Chamier, Hawkins, and Goldsmith ; and 
here a few words concerning some of the members 
may bo acceptable. Burke was at that tune about 
thirty-three years of age ; he had mingled a little iu 
politics and been Under Secretary to Hamilton at 
Dublin, but was again a writer for the booksellers, 
and as yet but in the dawning of his fame. Dr. 
Nugent was his father-in-law, a Roman Catholic, 
and a physician of talent and ijistruetion. Mi. 
aitcrwuids Sir John Hawkins was admitted into 
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this asBociatioii from having been a member of John- 
son's Ivy lione club. Originally an attorney, he 
had retired from the practice of the law, in con- 
sequence of a large fortune which fell to him 
in right of his wife, aiid was now a Middlesex 
magistrate. He was, moreover, a dabbler in litera- 
tutc and music, and was actually engaged on a 
history of music, which he subsequently published 
in five ponderous volumes. To him we axe also 
indebted for a biography of Johnson, which appeared 
after the death of that eminent man. Hawkins was 
as mean and parsimonious as he was pompous and 
conceited. He forbore to partake of the suppers at 
the club, and begged therefore to be excused from 
paying his share of the reckoning. <*And was he 
excused?" asked Dr. Burney of Johnson. **Oh 
yes, for no man is angry at another for’ being inferior 
to himself. We all scorned him and admitted his 
plea. Yet I really believe him to be an honest man 
at bottom, though to be sure he is penurious, and 
he is mean, and it must be owned he has a tendency 
to savagoness." He did not remain above two or 
three years in the dub ; being in a manner elbowed 
out in consequence of his rudeness to Burke. 

Mr. Anthony Chamier was Secretary in the war 
office, aud a friend of Beauclerc, by whom he was 
proposed. We have left our mention of Bennct 
Langton and Topham Beauclerc until the last, be- 
cause we have most to say about them. They were 
doubtless induced to jdn the club through their de- 
votion to Johnson, and the intimacy of these ty(o 
very young and aristocratic young men witli the 
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stern and somewhat melancholy moralist is among 
the curiosities of literature. 

Bennet Langton was of an ancient family, who 
held their ancestral^ estate of Langton in Lincoln- 
shire, a great title to respect with Johnson. ** Langton, 
sir," he would say, ** has a grant of free- warren from 
Henry the Second ; and Cardinal Stephen Langton, 
in King John’s reign, was of this family.’* 

Langton was of a mild, contemplative, enthusias- 
tic nature. . AVhen but eighteen years of age he was 
so delighted with reading Johnson’s Kombler, that 
he came to London chiefly with a view to obtain an 
introduction to the author, Boswell gives, us an ac- 
count of his first inteivieWt which, took place in the 
morning. It is not often that the personal appear- 
ance of an author agrees with the preconceived ideas 
of his admirer. Langton, from perusing the writings 
of Johnson, expected to find him a decent, well 
dressed, in short a remarkably decorous philosopher. 
Instead of which, down from his bedchamber about 
noon, came, as newly riscn,«a large uncouth figure, 
with a little dark wig which scarcely covered liis 
head, and his clothes hanging loose about him. But 
his conversation was so rich, so animated, and so 
forcible, and his religious and political notions so 
congenial with those in whi<di Langton had been 
educated, that he conceived for him that veneration 
and attachment which he ever preserved^ 

Langton went to pursue his studies at Trinity 
College, Oxford, where Johnson saw much of him 
during a visit which he paid to. the university. He 
found him in close intimacy with Topliam Beauclerc, 
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a youth two years older than himselfi very gay and 
di^ipated, and wondered what sympathies could 
draw two young men together of such opposite cha- 
racters. On becoming, acquainted with Beauclorc 
he found that, r^e though he was, he possessed an 
ardent love ^of lTterature, acute understanding, 
polished wit, innate gentility and high aristocratic 
breeding. He was, moreover, the only son of Lord 
Sidney Beauclerc and grandson of the Duke of St. 
Albans, and was thought iusomc particulars to have 
a resemblance to Charles tlie Second. T lObi* were 
high recommendations with Johnson, and when the 
youth testified a profound respect for him and an 
ardent admiration of his talents the conquest was 
complete, so that in a “ short time," says Boswell, 
“the moral pious Johnson and the gay dissipated 
Beauclerc were companions." 

The intimacy begun in college chambers was con- 
tinued when the youths came to town dui’ing tlie 
vacations. The uncouth, unwieldy moralist, was 
flattered at finding himself an object of idolatry to 
two high-born, high-bred, aristocratic yoimg nieji, 
and throwing gravity aside, was ready to join in tbeii 
vagaries and play the part of a “ young man upon 
town," Such at least is iho picture given of him by 
Boswell on one occiision when Beauclerc and Langtoi' 
having supped together at a tavern determined to 
give Johnson a rouse at three o'clock in the morning 
They accordingly rapped violently at the door of bis 
chauibers in the Temple. The indignant sai'C sallied 
forth in his shirt, poker in hand, and a little blacK 
wig on the t-)p of lii,-* h^Jd, jm-tv 1 1 *'1 In liner j pie- 
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pared to wreak vengeance on the assailants of his 
castle : but when liis two young friends, Laiikey and 
Beau^ as he used to call them, presented themselves, 
summoning him forth to a morning ramble, liis whole 
manner changed. “What, is it you, ye dogs?' 
cried he. “ Faith, 1*11 have a frisk with you !** 

So said so done. ^They sallied forth together into 
Co vent Garden; figured among the green- grocers 
and fruit women, just come in from the country with 
their hampers; repaired to a neighbouring tavern, 
where Johnson brewed a bowl of JMhop^ a favourite 
bcvirago witli him, grew merry over his cups, and 
an.)t1iem.'itizcd sleep in two lines, from Lord Lans 
do wuc’s drinking song : 

♦* Short, very bhort, be then thy reign, 

I'or I'm iu hiiste to laugh and drink again.** 

'riiey then took boat again, rowed to Billingsgate, 
and Johnson and Beauclcrc determined, like “ mad 
wags,” to “ keep it up " for the rest of the day. 
Langton, however, the most sober-minded of the 
tlirce, pleaded an ongagoraent to breakfast with some 
young ladies ; whereupon the great moralist re- 
proached him with leaving his social friends to go 
uni sit uilh a se-t of vvTCtchcd un-ideal girls.'* 

This modea]'/ ficaV of the great lexicographer made 
a sensation, as >11 ay well be supposed, among his 
intimates. I lieard of your frolic t'other niglit," 
said Garrick to him ; “you’ll be in the Chronicle." 
He uttered worse forebodings to others. “ 1 shall 
h ive my old friend to bail out of the round-house," 
said he. Johnson, however, valued himself upon 
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haring thus enacted a chapter in the Rake's Pro- 
gress, and crowed orer Garrick on the occasion. 
** He durst not do such a thing !*' chuckled he, ** his 
%Dife would not Ui him ‘ " 

When these two 3 roung men entered the club, 
Langton was about twenty-two, andBeauclerc about 
twenty-four years of age, and^oth were launched 
on London life, liangton, however, was still the 
mild, enthusiastic scholar, steeped to the lips in 
Gredc, with fine conversational powers, and an in- 
valuable talent for listening. He was upwards of 
sin feet high, and very spare . ** Oh ! that we could 
sketch him,** exclaims Miss Hawkins, in her Me- 
moirs, **mth his mild countenance, his elegant 
features, and his .sweet smile, sitting with one leg 
twisted round the other, as if fearing to occupy more 
space than was equitable ; his person inclining for- 
ward, as if wanting strength to support his weight, 
and his arms crossed over his bosom, or his hands 
hocked together on his knee." Bcauclerc, on such 
'occasions, sportively compared him to a stork in 
Raphael’s Cartoons, standing on one 1^. ITcau- 
clerC was more a ** man upon town," a lounger in 
St. James's Street, an associate with George Selwyn, 
with Walpole, and other aristocratic wits ; a man of 
fashion at court ; a casual frequenter of the gaming- 
table ; yet, with all this, he alternated in the easiest 
and happi^t maimer the scholar and the man of 
letters ; lounged into the dub with the most perfect 
edf-poBsession, bringing with him the careless grace 
and poKshed wit of high-^bred society, but making 
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himself curdiully at home among his learned fellow 
members. 

The gay yet lettered rake maintained his sway 
over Johnson, who was fascinated by that air of the 
world, that ineffable tone of good society in w-hich 
he felt himself deficient, especially as the possess<ir 
of it always paid homage to his superior talent. 
'*Beauclerc," he would say, using a quotation from 
Pope, “has a love of' folly, but a scorn of fools; 
every thing he docs shows the one, and every thing 
he says the other." Beauclerc delighted in rallying 
the stem moralist of whom others stood in awe, and 
no one, according to Boswell, could take equal 
liberty with him with impunity. Johnson, it is well 
known, was often, shabby and negligent in his dress, 
and not over cleanly in his person. On receiving ct 
pension from the crown, his friends vied with each 
other in respectful congratulations. Beauclerc simply 
scanned his person with a whimsical glance, and 
hoped that, like Falstaff, “ he'd in future purge and 
live cleanly like a gentleman." Johnson took the 
hint with unexpected good humour, and profited 
by it. ^ 

Still Beauclerc's satirical vein, which darted sliafts 
on every side, was not always tolerated by Johnson, 
said he,, on one occasion, “ you never open 
your mouth but wltli intention to give pain ; and you 
liave often given me pain, not from the power of 
what you have said, but from seeing your in- 
tention." 

When it w'as at first proposed to enroll Gold- 
smith among the members i this association, there 
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seems to haye been some demur; at least so says 
the pompous Hawkins. ** As he wrote for the book- 
sellers, we of the dub looked on him m a mere 
literary drudge, equal to the task of compiling and 
translating, but little capable of original and stiH 
less of poetical composition." 

Even for some time after his admission, he con- 
tinued to be regarded in a dubious light by some of 
the members. Johnson and Re3molda, of course, 
were well aware of his merits, nor was Butke a 
stranger to them ; but to the others he was as yet a 
scaled book, and the outside was not prepossessing. 
His ungainly person and awkward manners were 
against lum with men accustomed to the graces of 
society, and he was not sufficiently at home to give 
( play to his humour and to that bonhommie which 
* w'on the hearts of all who knew him. He felt strange 
and out of place in this new sphere ; he felt at times 
the cool satirical eye of the courtly Beauclqrc scan- 
ning him, and the more he attempted to appear at 
; his ease, the more awkward he became. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Johnson a monitor to Goldsmith-finds him in distress willi h^ls 
landlady— relieved by the Vicar of Wakefield.— The oratorio. 
—Poem of the Traveller.— ITio poet nnd hl» dog.— Snccres of 
the poem.— Astonishment of the club.— Observations on the 
poem. 

Johnson had now become one of Goldsmith’s best 
friends and advisers. He knew all thd weak points 
of his character, but he kiiew also his merits ; and 
while he would rebuke him like a child, and rail at 
his clrrors and follies, he would suffer no one else to 
undervalue him. Goldsmith knew the soundness of 
his judgment and his practical benevolence, and often 
sought his counsel and aid amid the difficulties into 
which "his hecdlessness was continually plunging 
him. 

“j[ received one morning,” says Johnson, “a 
message from poor Goldsmith that he was in great 
distress, and, as it was not in his power to come to 
mo, begging that 1 would come to him as soon as 
possible. 1 sent him a guinea, and promised to 
come to him directly. I accordingly went as soon 
as I was dressed, and found that his landlady had 
arrested him for his rent, at which he was in a violent 
passion : I perceived that he had already changed 
my guinea, and had a oottle of Madeira mid a glass 
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before him. 1 put the cork into the bottle» desired 
he would be calm, and began to talk 'to him of the 
menna by which he might be extricated. He then 
told me he had a novel ready for the press, which he 
produced to me. I looked into it, and saw its merit ; 
told the landlady I should sooU return ; and, having 
goue to a bookseller, sold it for sixty pounds. 1 
brought Goldsmith the money, and he dischtirged 
his rent, not without rating his landlady in a high 
tone &r having used him so ill.*' 

The novel in question was the Vicar of Wakefield ; 
the bookseller to whom Johnson sold it was Francis 
Newbery, nephew to John. Strange as it may seem> 
this captivating work, whi(^ has obtained and pro- 
served an almost unrivalled popularity in various 
languages, was so little appreciated by the book- 
seller, that he kept it by him for nearly two years 
unpublished ! 

Goldsmith had, as yeti produced nothing of moment 
in poetry. Among his literary jobs, it is true, was 
an Oratorio entitled The Captivity," founded' on 
the bondage of the Israelites in Babylon. U was 
one of those unhappy cl6h|Mrings of the muse ushered 
into existence amid the distortions of music. Most 
of the Oratorio has passed into oblivion ; but the 
following song fix>m it win never die : 

tha'^tchioo&deBmed flram life to part, 

6tili, stIU on reties,. 

And emry pwf? ttiiit tends the heart 
exp^tvih rise. 

Bopei tike the giimreerihg taper'a light, 

Illnineii and chcera OMr MTay ; 
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And atUl, as darker grows the 
Emits a brighter ray. 

Goli^mith distrusted his qualificdtions to succeed 
in poetry, and doubted the disposition of the public 
mind in regard to it. ** I fear," said he, " I have come 
too late into the world ; Pope and other poets have 
taken up the places in the temple of P.ame ; and as 
few at any period can possess poetical reputation, a 
man of genius can now hardly acquire it.*' Again, 
on another occasion, he observes : ** Of all kinds of 
ambition, as things are now circumstanced, perhaps 
that which pursues poetical fame is the wildest. 
What from the increased rehnement of the times, 
from the diversity of judgment produced by oppos-^ 
ing systems of ciiticism, and from the more preva- 
lent divisions of opinion influenced by party, the' 
strongest and happiest eflbrts can expect to please 
but in a very narrow circle.*' 

At this very time he had by him his poem of ** The 
Traveller." *The plan of it, as has already beer 
observed, was conceived many years before, during 
his travels in Switzerland, imd a sketch of it sent 
from that country to his brother Henry in Ireland. 
The original outline is said to have embraced a wider 
scope ; but it was probably contracted through diffi- 
dence, in the process of finishing the parts. It had laid 
by him for several years in a state, and it was 
with extreme hesitation and after much re^sion that 
he at length submitted it Johnson. The frank 
and warm approbation of the latter encouraged him 
to finish it for the press; an^ Dr. Jolj^son himseif 
contributed a few lines towards the conclusion. 
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We hear much about ** poetic inspiration/* and 
the ” poet's eye in a fine phrensy rolling but Sir 
Joshua Reynolds gives an anecdote of Goldsmith 
*while engaged upon his poem, calculated to cure our 
notions about the ardour of composition. Galling 
upon the poet one day, he opened the door without 
ceremony, and found him in the double occupation 
of turning a couplet and teaching a pet dog to sit 
upon his haunches. At one time he would glance 
his eye at his desk, and at another shake his finger 
at the dog to make him retain his position. The 
last lines on the page '^ete still wet ; they form a 
part of the description of Jtaly : 

** By spwts like these are a!! fiiefr cares beguiled, 

The sporta of children sattsiy the child.’* 

Gteldsmith, with his usual good-humour, joined in 
the laugh caused by his whimsical employment, and 
acknoivledg^ that his boyish sport with the dog 
suggested the stwa. 

The poem was published on the 19th of December, 
1764f in a. quarto foipa, by Newbery, and was the 
first of his works to which Goldsmith prefixed his 
name. As .a testixnony of cherished and well- 
merited affection, he dedicated it to his brother 
Henry. There is an amusu^ affectation of indiffer- 
ence^ as to its fate expressed in the dedication. 
** What re^tion a pow may find,” says he, 
** which has neither abu^, par^, nor blank verse 
to support >t, I cannot tell, nor am 1 solicitous to 
know/’ The truth is, no one was more emulous 
ani anxious for poetic fame; and never was he 
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more anxious than in the present instance, for it was 
his grand stake. Dr. Johnson aided the launching 
of the poem by a favourable notice in the Critical 
Keview; other periodical works came out in its 
favour. Some of the author's friends complained 
that it did not command instant and wide popu- 
larity ; that it was a poem to win, not to strike : it 
went on rapidly increasing in favour; in three 
months a second edition was issued ; shortly after- 
wards, a third ; then a fourth ; and» before the year 
was out, the author was pronounced the best poet of 
his time. 

The appearance of ^‘.Thc Traveller" at once 
altered Goldsmith's intellectual standing in the esti- 
mation of society ; but its effect tipon the club, if 
we may judge from the account given by Hawkins, 
was most ludicrous. I'hey were lost in astonish- 
ment that a “newspaper essayist" and “bookseller's 
drudge," should liave written such a poem. On the 
evening of its announcement to them, Goldsmitl* 
had gone away early, after ** rattling away as usual," 
and they know not how to reconcile his heedless 
garrulity with the serene beauty, the easy grace, the 
sound good sense, and the occaridnal elevaticm of his 
poetry. They could scarcely believe that such 
magic numbers had flowed from a man to whom 
in general, says Johnson, “ it with diiBculty 
they could give a hearing/’ “ Well,*' exclaimed 
Chamicr, “I do believe he wtdte this iwem him- 
self, and let me tell . you, that is believing a great 
deal." 

At the next meeting of the club,’Chamier sounded 

n a 
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the author a little about hia poem. ** Mr. Gold* 
smith/* said he, ** vrhaX do you mean by the last 
word In the first line of your Traveller, ‘ remote, 
unfnended, solitary, alowf* do you mean tardiness 
of locomotion?" — “Yes/* replied Goldsmith, in- 
considerately, being probably fiurried at the moment. 
“No, sir/' interposed his protecting fnend Johnson, 
“ you did not mean tardiness of locomotion ; you 
meant that sluggishness of mind which comes upon 
a man in solitude."— Ah," exclaimed Goldsmith, 
“ that was what I meant.** Chamier immediately 
believed that Johnson himself had written the line, 
and a rumour became prevalent that he was the 
author of many of the finest passages. This was 
ultimately set at rest by Johnson himself, who 
marked udth a pencil all the verses he had contri- 
buted, nine in number, inserted towards the conclu- 
sion, and by no means the best in the poem. He 
moreover, with generous warmth, pronounced it the 
finest poem that had appeared since the days of 
Pope. 

But one of the highest testimonials to the charm 
of the poem was given by Mieis Beyiiolds, who had 
toaste d poor Goldsmith as the ugliest man of her 
acqwintance. Shortly alter the appearance of 
** The Traveller," Br. Johnson read it aloud from 
beginning, to end in her presence. “Well," ex- 
claimed slie, when he had fUiished, ** I never more 
shall think Br. Goldsmith ugly !" 

On another occasion, when the merits of “The 
Traveller*' were discussed at Reynolds's board, 
Langton declared “ there was not a bad line in the 
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poem, not one of Dryden*a careless verses. * “ I 
was glad/’ observed Reynolds, *no hear Charles 
Fox say it was one of the finest poems in the Eng- 
lish language." “ Why was you glad?" rejoined 
Langton, “ you surely had no doubt of this before." 
“ No," interposed Johnson, decisively ; “ the merit 
of * Ihe Traveller ' is so well established, that Mr. 
Fox’s praise cannot augment it, nor his censure di- 
minish it." 

Boswell, who was absent from England at the 
time of llie publication of the Travelier, was asto- 
nished, on his return, to find Goldsmith, whom he 
had so much undervalued, suddenly elevated almost 
to a par with his idol. He accounted for it by 
concluding that much both of the sentiments and 
expression of the poem, had been derived from con- 
versations with Johnson. “ lie imitates you, sir," 
said this incarnation of toadyism. “ Why no, sir," 
replied Johnson, “ Jack Hawksworth is one of my 
imitators, but not Goldsmith. Goldy, sir, has great 
merit." “ But, sir, he is much indelfted to you for 
his getting so high in the public estimation." 
“ Why, sir, he has, perhaps, got sooner to it by bus 
intimacy >idth me." 

The poem went through several editions' in the 
course of the first year, and received some few addi- 
tions and corrections from the author’s pen. It 
produced a gold^ harvest to Mr, Newbery, but all 
the remuneration oh record, doled out by his nig. 
gard hand to the author, wm twenty guineas I 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Kew lodgfaigs.— JohiMMm’s complimptit.— A titled patron.^The 
poet et Nortiiumberlaad House.— His independence of Uie 
groat/— The Cou&tess of Northainberland.— Edwiu and Anjre. 
Una.— Goetord (md Lord CUurc.— Publication of Esnays. — Evili; 
of a •rising r^n^tion.— Hangers on. Job writing. — Goody 
Two-shoes.— A medical campaign.— Mrs. Sidebotham. 

Goldsmith, now that he was xiaiDg in the world, 
and becoming a notoriety, felt himself called upon 
to improve his .stylo of living. He accordingly 
emerged from Wme-Ofilce Court, and took cl’jam- 
bers in the Temple. It is true they were but of 
humble pretensions, situated on what was then the 
libraiy staircase, and it would appear that he was a 
kind of inmate with Jeds, the butler of the society. 
Still he was in the Temple, thaTc&sio region ren- 
dered famous by the Spectator and other essayists, 
as the abode of gay wits and thoughtful men of 
letters ; ' and which, with its retired courts and em- 
bowered gardens, in the very heart of a noisy 
metropolis^ is, to the .<airietcteeki|ig, student and 
author, an . oasis freshening with verdure in the midst 
of a desertr*7ohnBon, yrho had become a kind of 
growling supervisor of the poet’s algiirs, paid him a 
visit .won after he had installed himself in his new 
quartets, and went prying about the apartment, in 
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hi'* noar-pighted manner, examining every thing 
minutely. Goldsmith was fidgeted by this curious 
scrutiny, and apprehending a disposition to find 
fault, exclaimed, with the ait of a man who had 
money in both pockets, “I shall soon be in better 
chambers than these.” The harmless bravado drew 
a reply from Johnson, which touched the chord of 
proper pride. ** Nay, sir,*’ said he, ** never mind 
that. Nil te guaaiveris extra” ‘ implying that his 
reputation rendered him independent of outward 
show. Happy would it have been for poor Oold> 
smith, could he have kept this consolatory com- 
pliment perpetually in mind, and squared his 
expenses accordingly. 

Among the persons of rank who were struck with 
the merits of the Traveller^ was the 'Earl (afterwards 
Duke) of Northumberland. ’He prociured several 
other of Goldsmith’s writings, the perusal of which 
tended to devate the author in his good opinion, 
and to gain for hiip his good will. The earl held 
the o8Sce of Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and under- 
standmg Goldsmith was an (xislunan, was disposed 
to extend to him the patronage Which his high post 
afforded. He intimated the same to his selative. Dr. 
Percy, who, he found, was well acquainted with the 
poet, and expressed a wish that the latter shoula 
wait upon him. Here, then, was another oppoitu- 
nity for Goldsmith to better hiafo> une; had he been 
knowing and worldly enough to profit by it. Un- 
luckily the path to fortune lay through the aristo* 
cratical mazes of Northumberland House, and the 
poet blundered at tlie outset. The following is the 
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nccouftt he used to give of his vbit: — *‘I dressed 
rayself in the best manner 1 could, and, after study* 
ing some compliments I thought necessary on such 
nn occasion^ proceeded to Northumberland House, 
and acquainted the seryants- that I had particular 
business with the duke. They showed me into an 
antechamber, where, after waiting some time, a 
gentleman, very degantly dressed, made his ap- 
pearance : taking him for the duke, I delWered all 
the flhe things that I had composed in order to 
compliment him on the honour he had done me ; 
when, to my great astonishment, he told me I had 
mistaken him for his master, who would see me 
immediately. At that ins^t the duke came into 
the apartWdnt, and I was so confounded on the 
occasion, that I wanted words barely sufficient to 
express the sensed entertained of the duke’s polite- 
ness, and went away exceedingly chagrined at the 
blunder I had committed.” 

Sir John Hawkins, in his Hfe of Br. Johnson, 
giyes some further patticulaea of this yisit, of which 
heWas, in paH, *‘Haying one day,” says 

he, a call to make oh'.^e late Duke, then Earl, of 
Northumberland, 1 ISimnd Ooldsmiih waiting for an 
audience in foi filter room ; I asked him what had 
brought him he told me, an inyitatiion from 

his lordship,' I ihade my business as short as 1 
could, and,, as a reason, mentioned that Dr. Gold- 
smith was Waitfh^^without. The earl asked me if I 
was BeqfUainted with him. 1 told him that I was, 
adding what I thought was most likely to recom- 
mend him. 1 retired, and stayed in the outer room 



Visit to Northumbkulakd Hoosp. 185 

to take him home. Upon his coming out, 1 iteked 
him the result of his conversation. * His lordship/ 
said he, * told me he had read my poem, meaning 
the Traveller, and was much delighted with it; that 
he was going, to be Lord Lieutenant of Irelandi and 
that hearing I was a native of that countryf he 
should be glad to do me any kindness.* * And what 
did you answer,* said I, * to this gracious ofibt ?' 
* Why,* said he, ** 1 could say nothing but that 1 
had a brother there, a clergyman, that stood in need 
of help : as for myself, I have no great dependence 
on the promises of great men ; I looked tp. the book- 
sellers for support ; they are my beat Mends, and 1 
am not uu^ned to forsake them’ for others.’*' 
** Thus,’* continues Sir John, did this idiot in the 
affairs of the world trifle with his fortunes, and put 
back the hand that was held out to assist him.** 

We cannot join with Sir John in his worldly 
sneer at the conduct of 0oldsxnith on .this occ^ion. 
While we admire that honest ind^>endmiee of spirit 
which prevented him frqtn asking favours for him- 
self, we love that wajipth of affection which instantly 
sought to advance the I6|ti^e8 of a brother: but 
the peculiar merits of poor Goldsmith seem to have 
been little understood by. the Hawkinses, the Bos- 
wells, and the other biographers qf the day. 

After all, the introduction to 'Northumberland 
House, did not prove so complete n l^ure as the 
humourous account given by Ooldsmith, and . the 
cynical account given by ^ John Hawkinsy, might 
lead one to suppose. Hr. VpKTy the heir m^e of 
the ancient Percies, brought the poet into the 
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acquaiuttiHci* of his kinswoman, the countess ; who 
before her marriage with the earl, was in her own 
right heiress of the House of Northumberland. 
“ She was a lady,** says Boswell, “ not only of higli 
dignity of spirit, such as became her noble blood, 
but of excellent understanding and lively talents." 
under her auspices a poem of Goldsmith's had an 
aristocratical introduction to the world. This was 
the beautiful ballad of “ the Hermit,** originally 
published under the name of “Jldwiii andAgolina.” 
It was suggested by an old English Ballad beginnin*^ 

Gentle Herdsman,*’ shown liim by Dr. Percy, wlnj 
was at that time making his famous collection, enti- 
tled ** licUques of Ancient English Poetry,** which 
he submitted to the inspection of Goldsmith prior 
to publication. A few copies only of the Hermit 
wore printed at first, with the following title-ii.ige : 
“Edwin and Angelina: a Ballad. By Mr. Gold- 
smith. Printed for the Amusement of the Countess 
of Northumbciiand.*’ 

All this, though it may not have been attended 
with any immediate pecuniary advantage, contri- 
buted to give Goldsmith’s name and poetry the high 
stamp of fashion, so potent in England : the circle 
at Northumberland House, however, was of too 
stately and aristocratical a nature to he much to 
his taste, and we do not find that he became familiar 
in it. 

He was much more at home at Gosford, the noble 
scat of his countryman, Robert Nugent, afterwards 
Baron Nugent and Viscount Clare, who appreciated 
his mt'-its even more heartily than the Earl of 



GdSroilli AN1> Loub Ci.AKB. 


187 


Northumberland, and occ.isionally made him hia 
guest both in town and country. Nugent is de- 
scribed as a jovial voluptuary, who left the Roman 
Catholic for the Protestant religion, with a view to 
bettering his fortunes; he hud an Irishman's incU- 
ii.itioii for rich widow's, and an Irishman’s luck with 
the sox : having been thrice married, and gained a 
fortune with each wife. He was now nearly sixty, 
with a iH'inarkably loud voice, broad Irish brogue, 
and reudy, but somewhat coarse wit. With ail his 
occasional coarseness he was capable of high thought, 
and had produced poems which showed a trulv 
potaic vein. Ite was long a member of the House 
of Commons, w'herc his ready wit, his fearless de- 
cision, and good-humoured audacity of expression, 
always gained him a hearing, thougli his tall person 
and awkward manner gained him the nickname of 
Squire Gawky, among the political scribblers of the 
day. With a patron of this jovial temperament, 
Goldsmith probably felt more at ease than with 
those of higher refinement. 

The celebrity wliich Goldsmith had acquired by 
Ins poem of “ The Traveller,” occasioned a resusci- 
tation of many of his miscellaneous and anonymous 
tales and essays from the various newspapers and 
transient publications in which they lay dormant. 
These he published in 1765, in a collected form, 
under the title of “ Essays by Mr. Goldsmith.'' 
“ Tlie folio w'ing Essays,” observes he in his preface, 
have already appeared at different times, and in 
• UfFerent publications. The pamphlets in which they 
w’tre iDscrteil hc’iiig generally unsuccessful, these 
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shared the common fate, without assisting the book- 
sellers' aims, or extending the author's reputation. 
The public were too strenuously employed with 
their own follies to be assiduous in estimating mine 
so that many of my best attempts in this way have 
fallen yictims to the transient topic of the times — the 
Ghost in Cock Lane, or the Siege of Ticonderoga. 

**But, though they have passed pretty silently 
into the world, I can by no means complain of their 
circulation. The magazines and papers of the day 
have indeed been liberal enough in this respect. 
Most of these Essays have been regularly reprinted 
twice or thrice a year, and conveyed to the public 
tlirough the kennel of some engaging compilation. 
If there be a pride in multiplied editions, I have 
seen some of my labours sixteen times reprinted, 
and claimed by different parents as their own. I 
have seen them flourished at the beginning with 
praise, and signed at the end with the names of 
Philautos, Fhilalethes, Fhileleutheros, and Philan- 
thropos. It is time, however, at last to vindicate 
my claims ; and as these entertainers of the public, 
as they call themselves, have partly lived upon me 
for some years, let me now try if I cannot live a little 
upon myself," 

It was but little, in fact, for all the pecuniary 
emolument he received from the volume was twenty 
guineas. Jt had a good circulation, however, was 
translated into French, and has maintained its stand 
among the British classics. 

Notwithstanding that the reputation of Goldsmith 
had greatly risen, his fluancea were often at a very 
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low ebb, owing to his hecdlessness as to expense, 
his liability to be imposed upon, and a spontaneous 
and irresistible propensity to give to every one 
who asked. The very rise in his reputation had 
increased these embarrassments. It had enlarged 
his circle of needy acquaintances, authors poorer in 
pocket than himself, who come in search of literary 
counsel; which generally meant a guinea and a 
breakfast. And then his Irish hangers-on ! “ Our 
Doctor,*' said one of these sponges, ** had a constant 
levee of his distressed countrymen, whose wants, as 
far as he was able, he always relieved ; and he has 
often been knovm to leave himself without a guinea, 
in order to supply the necessities of others." 

This constant drainage of the purse therefore 
obliged him to undertake all jobs proposed by the 
booksellers, and to keep up a kind of running ac- 
count with Mr. Newbery ; who was his banker on 
all occasions, sometimes for pounds, sometimes for 
shillings ; but who was a rigid accountant, and took 
care to be amply repaid in manuscript. Many 
effusions, hastily penned in these moments of ex- 
igency, were published anonymously, and never 
claimed. Some of them have but recently been 
traced to his pen ; while of many the true author- 
ship will probably never be discovered. Among 
others, it is suggested, and with great probability, 
that he wrote for Mr. Newbery the famous nursery 
story of ** Goody Two Shoes," which appeared in 
1765, at a moment when Goldsmith was scribbling 
for Newbery, and much pressed for funds. Several 
quaint little talcs introduced in his Essays show that 
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he had a turn for this species of mock history ; and 
the advertisement and title-page bear tlie stamp of 
his sly and playful humour. 

“ We are desired to give notice, tliat there i.s in 
the press, and speedily will be published, either by 
subscription or otherwise, as the public shall please 
to determine, the History of lattle Goody Two- 
Shoes, otherwise Mrs. Margery Two-Shoes; with 
the means by which she acquired learning and 
wisdom, and, in consequence thereof, her estate ; set 
forth at large for the benefit of those 

** Who, from a state of rags and care, 

And having ahoes but half a pair, 

Their fortune and their fame ahuukl fix, 

And gaUlop m a coach and six.” 

The world is probably not aware of the ingenuity, 
humour, good sense, and sly satire contained in 
many of the old English nursery-talcs. They have 
evidently been the sportive productions of able 
writers, who would not trust their names to pro- 
ductions that might be considered beneath their 
dignity. The ponderous works on which they relied 
for immortality have perhaps sunk into oblivion, 
and carried their names down with them; while 
their unacknowledged o^pring. Jack the Giant 
Killer, Giles Gingerbread, and Tom Thumb, flourish 
in wide-spreading and never-ceasing popularity. 

As Goldsmith had now acquired popularity and 
an extensive acquaintance, he attempted, with the 
advice of his friends, to procure a more regular and 
ample support by resuming the mcdicfd piofofision. 
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lie accordingly launched himself upon the town in 
style ; hired a man-servant ; replenished his ward- 
robe at considerable expense, and appeared in a pro- 
fessional wig and cane, purple silk gmall-clothcs, 
and a scarlet roquelaure buttoned to the chin : a 
fantastic garb, as we should think at tlie present day, 
but not unsuited to the fashion of the times. 

With his sturdy little person thus arrayed in the 
inuisiial magnificence of purple and fine linen, and 
bis scarlet roquelaure flaunting from his shoulders, 
iic used to strut into the apartments of his patients 
swaying his three-cornered hat in one hand and his 
medical sceptre, the canc, in the other, and assuming 
an air of gravity and importance suited to the 
solemnity of his whig ; at least, such is the picture 
given of him by the waiting gentle- woman who let 
him into the chamber of one of his lady patients. 

He soon, however, grew tired and impatient of 
the duties and restraints of his profession ; his prac- 
tice was chiefly among his friends, and the fees were 
not sufficient for his maintenance ; he was disgusted 
with attendance on sick-chambers and capricious 
patients, and looked back with longing to his tavern 
haunts and broad convivial meetings, from which 
the dignity and duties of his medical calling re- 
strained him. At length, on prescribing to a lady of 
his acquaintance who, to use a hackneyed phrase, 
“ rejoiced " in the aristocratical name of Sidebotham, 
a i^arm dispute arose between him and the apothe- 
cary as to the quantity of ipedicine to be adminis- 
tered. Tlie doctor stood up for the rights and 
dignities of his profession, and resented the inte 
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ference of the compounder of drug:>. His rights 
and dignities, however, were disregarded ; his wig 
and cane and scarlet roquclaure were of no avail ; 
Mrs. Sidebotham sided with the hero of the pestle 
and mortar ; and Goldsmith flung out of the house 
in a passion. ** I am determined henceforth,*’ said 
he to Topham Beuuclcrc, “ to leave off prescribing 
for friends." “ l)o so, my dear doctor," was the 
reply ; ** whenever you undertake to kill, let it be 
only your enemies." 

This was the end of Goldsmith’s medical career. 
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chapter XVII. 

Pnblication of the Vicar of Wakeflehl — opinions conceminfr it~ 
of Dr. Johnson— of Rogers the poet— of Goethe— its merits. — 
Kxqulsite extract. — Attack by Kenrick.— Jleply.— Book build- 
ing.— Project of a comedy. 

Tub success of the poem of “Tlie Traveller,” 
and the popularity which it had conferred on its 
author, now roused the attention of the book- 
seller in whose hands the novel of “ The Vicar of 
Wakefield” had been slumbering for. nearly two long 
years. The idea has generally prevailed that it was 
Mr. John Newhery to whom the manuscript hud 
been sold, and much surprise iios been expressed 
thut he should be insensible to its merits and suffer 
it to remain unpublished, wliile putting forth various 
inferior writings by the same author. This, how- 
ever, is a mistake ; it was his nephew, Francis New- 
bery, who had become the fortunate purchaser. Still 
the delay is equally unaccountable. Some have 
imagined that the uncle and nephew had business 
arrangements together, in which this work was in- 
cluded, and that the elder Newhery, dubious oi its 
success, retarded the publication until the full har- 
vest of “The Traveller” should be reaped. Book- 
sellers are prone to make egregious mistakes as to 
Che merit of woiks in manuscript; and to under- 



191 


Ol.lVhIt OoinSMlTH. 


value, if not reject, those of classic and endurinj; 
excellence, when destitute of that false brilliancy 
commonly called “ effect.’* In the present instanci-, 
an intellect vastly superior to that of either of the 
booksellers was equally at fault. Dr. Johnson, 
speakin{» of the work to Boswell, some time subse- 
quent to its publication, observed, “ I myself did not 
think it would have had much success. It was 
written and sold to a bookseller before “ The Travel- 
ler,” but published after, so little expectation had 
the bookseller from it. Had it been sold after “ The 
Traveller,” ho might have had twice as much money ; 
tlimgh sixty guineas toas no 7nean price.'* 

Sixty guineas for the Vicar of Wakeficjld! and 
this could be pronounced no mean price by Hr. 
Johnson, at that time the arbiter of Biitish tdent, and 
who had had an opportunity of witnessuig the effect 
of the work upon ^e publi? mind ; for its success 
was immediate. It came out bn the 27th of March, 
1766 ; before the end of May a second edition was 
called for ; in three months more, a third ; and so it 
went on, widening in a popularity that has never 
flagged. Rogers, the Nestor of Liilish liLerature, 
whose refined purity of taste and exquisite mental 
organization, rendered him eminently calculated to 
appreciate a work of the kind, declared that of 
all t)ie books, which through the fitful ehajigcs of 
three generations he had seen rise and full, the charm 
of the Vicar of Wakefield had alone continued as 
at first ; and could he revisit the world after an inter- 
val of many more generations, he should as surely 
look to find it undiminished. Nor has its celebrity 
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boon confined to Great IJriuiin. Though so cxclu- 
j'ively a picture of British scenes and manners, it 
has been translated into almost every language, and 
everywhere its charm has been the same. Goethe, 
the great genius of Germany, declared in his eiglity- 
first year, that it was his delight at the age of twenty, 
that it had in a manner formed a part of his eduea- 
tion, influencing his taste and feelings throughout 
life, and that he liad recently read it again from 
heginniug to end —with renewed delight, and with 
a grateful sense of the early benefit derived from it. 

It is noedh'ss to expatiate upon the qualities of a 
work which has thus passed from country to country, 
and language to language, until it is now known 
throughout the whole reading world and is l)eeome a 
h()U'^<’hold book in every hand. The secret of its 
universal and enduring popularity is undoubtedly 
its truth to nature, but to nature of the moat 
amiable kind ; to nature such as Goldsmith saw it. 
riie author, as we have occasionally shown in the 
course of this memoir, took his scenes and characters 
ill this, as in hi'* other writings, from originals in 
his own motley experience; but he has given them 
as seen through the medium of his own indulgent 
eyi\ and has set them forth with the colourings ot 
his own got»d head and heart. Yet how contradictory 
it seems that this, one of the most delightful pictures 
(jL' home and homefelt happiness should be drawn 
h\ a homeless man; that the most amiable picture 
of domestic virtue and all the endearments of the 
married state should be drawn by a bachelor, w-ho 
had boon severed from domestic life almost from 

N 2 
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boyhood ; that one of the most tender, touching 
and affecting appeals on behalf of female loveliness, 
should have been made by a man whose deficiency 
in all the graces of person and manner seemed to 
mark him out for a cynical disparager of the sex. 

We cannot refrain from transcribing from the work 
a short passage illustrative of what we have said, 
and which within a wondcrfrilly small compass com- 
prises a world of beauty of imagery', tenderness of 
feeling, delicacy and refinement of thought, and 
matchless purity of style. The two stanzas which 
conclude it, in which are told a whole history of 
woman’s wrongs and sufferings, is, for pathos, sim- 
plicity and euphony, a gem in the language. The 
scene depicted is where the poor Vicar is gathering 
around him the wrecks of his shattered family, and 
endeavouring to rally them back to happiness. 

“The next morning the sun arose with peculiar 
warmth for the season, so that we agreed to break- 
fast together on the honeysuckle bank ; where while 
we sat, my youngest daughter at my request joined 
her voice to the concert on the trees about us. It 
was in this place my poor Olivia first met her seducer, 
«id every object served to recall her sadness. But 
fliat melancholy which is excited by objects of plea- 
sure, or inspired by sounds of harmony, soothes the 
heart instead of corroding it. Her mother, too, 
upon this occasion, felt a pleasing distress, and wept, 
and loved her daughter as before, * Do, my pretty 
Olivia,* cried she, * let us have that melancholy air 
your father was so fond of ; your sister Sophy has 
Oiready obliged us. Do, child, it will please your 
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old father.’ She complied in a manner so exquisitely 
pathetic as moved me. 

“ ‘ When lovely vroman stoops to folly, 

And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm cun soothe her melancholy, 

What art can wash her guilt away 

The only art her guilt to cover. 

To hide her shame from every eye. 

To give repentance to her lover. 

And wring his bosom — is to die.* ** 

Scarce had the Vicar of Wakefield made its ap- 
pearance and been received ivith acclamation, than 
its author was subjected to one of the usual penalties 
that attend success. He was attacked in the news- 
papers. In one of the chapters he had introduced 
his ballad of the Hermit, of which, as we have men- 
tioned, a few copies had been printed some consi- 
derable time previously for the use of the Countess 
of Northumberland. This brought forth the follow- 
ing article in a fashionable journal of the day 
“ To the Printer of the St, Jamees Chroniele, 

“ Sir, — In the Reliques of Ancient Poetry, pub- 
lished about two years ago, is a very beautiful little 
ballad, called ‘ A Friar of Orders Gray.* The in- 
genious editor, Mr. Percy, supposes that the stanzas 
sung by Ophelia in the play of Hamlet were parts 
of some ballad well Known in Shakspeare's time, 
and from these stanzas, with the addition of one or 
two of his own to connect them, he has formed the 
above-mentioned ballad ; the subject of which is, 
a lady comes to a convent to inquire for her love 
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who had been driven there by her disdain. Slic Ls 
answered by a friar that he is dead : 

** ‘ No, no, he is dead, gone to his death’s bed. 
lie never will come agaui.’ 

'ITie lady weeps and laments her cruelty ; the friar 
endeavours to comfort her with morality and religion, 
but all in v<iin ; she expresses the deepest grief ami 
tl\o most lender sentiments of love, till at last the 
ii Lir discovers himself : 

* And lo ! beneath this gown of giay 
'J’Jiy own true love aiipeai-s.’ 

“This catastrophe is very fine, and the whole, 
j »ined with the greatest tenderness, has the greatest 
•simplicity; yet, though this ballad was so recently 
liublished in the A.ncieut Koliques, Dr. Goldsmith 
Inis been hardy cjiough to publish a poem called 
‘ the Hermit,* where the circumstances and catastro- 
phe axe exactly the same, only with this difference, 
liat the natural simplicity and tenderness of the 
)riginal are almost entirely lost in the languid 
smoothness and tedious paraphrase of the copy, 
which is as short of the merits of Mr. Pcrcy*s ballad 
as the insipidity of negus is to the genuine flavour 
of champagne. 

“I am, sir, yours, &c., 

“ Dktector.” 

This attack, supposed to be by Goldsmith’s con- 
stant persecutor, the malignant Kenrick, drew from 
him the following note to the editor : 
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Sin, — As there is nothing I dislike so much as 
newspaper controversy, particularly upon trifles, 
permit me to bo as concise as possible in informing a 
correspondent of yours that I recommended Blain- 
vl lie’s travels because I thought the book was a good 
one ; and I think so still. 1 said I was told by the 
bookseller that it was then first published ; but in 
that it seems I was misinformed, and my reading 
was not extensive enough to set me right. 

“ Another correspondent of yours accuses me of 
having taken a ballad I published some time ago, 
from one by the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not 
think there is any great resemblance between the 
two pieces in question. If there be any, his ballad 
was taken from mine. I read It to Mr. Percy some 
years ago ; and he, as we both considered these 
things as trifles at best, told me, with his usual good 
humour, the next time I saw him, that ho had taken 
my plan tf> form the fragments of Shakspeare into a 
ballad of his own. He then read me his little Cento, 
if I may so call it, and I highly approved it. Such 
potty anecdotes us these arc scarcely worth printing ; 
and, wore it not for the busy disi^osition of some ot 
your covrc»X)ondents, the public should never have 
known that he owes me the hint of his ballad, or 
that I am obliged to his friendship and learning for 
communications of a much more important nature. 

*‘I am, sir, yours, &c., 

** Oliver Golusmith,” 

Die unexpected circulation of the “ Vicar of 
VV^akelield,” enriched the publisher, but not t)i9 
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author. QoldsiiiiUi no doubt thought himself en- 
titled to participate in the profits of the repeated 
editions; and a memorandum, still extant, shows 
that he drew upon Mr. Francis Newbery, in the 
month of June, for fifteen guineas, but that the bill 
was returned dishonoured. He continued, therefore, 
his usual job-work for the booksellers, writing in- 
troductions, prefaces, and head and tail pieces for 
new works ! revising, touching up, and modifying 
travels and voyages ; making compilations of prose 
and poetry, and “building books,** as he sportively 
termed it. These tasks required little labour or 
talent, but that taste and touch which are the magic 
of gifted minds. His terms began to be proportioned 
to his celebrity. If his price was at any time ob- 
iected to, “ Why, sir,*’ he would say, “ it may seem 
xarge : but then a man may be many years workiitg 
in obscurity before his taste and reputation are fixed 
or estimated ; and then he is, as in other professions, 
only paid for his previous labours.** 

He was, however, prepared to try his fortune in a 
different walk of literature from any he had yet at- 
tempted. We have repeatedly adverted to his fond- 
ness for the drama ; he was a frequent attendant at 
tlie theatres ; though, as we have shown, he consi- 
dered them under gross mismanagement. He 
thought, too, that a vicious taste prevailed among 
those who wrote for the stage. ** A new species of 
dramatic composition,*’ says he, in one of his essays, 
“ has been introduced under the name of sentimental 
comedy^ in which the virtue^ of private life are exhi- 
bited rather than the vices exposed ; and the dis- 
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tresses rather than the faults of mankind make our 
interest in the piece. In these plays almost all the 
characters are good, and exceedingly generous ; they 
are lavish enough of their tin money on the stage ; 
and though they want humour, Have abundance of 
sentiment and feeling. If they happen to have 
faults or foibles, the spectator is taught not only to 
pardon, but to applaud them in consideration of the 
goodness of their hearts, so that folly, instead oi 
being ridiculed, is commended, and the comedy aims 
at touching our passions, without the power of being 
truly pathetic. In this manner we are likely to lose 
one great source of entertainment on the stage ; for 
while the comic poet is invading the province of the 
tragic muse, he leaves her lively sister quite neg- 
lected. Of this, however, he is no ways solicitous, 
as he measures his fame by his profits. • • • • 

“ Humour at present seems to be departing from 
the stage ; and it will soon happen that our comic 
players will have notliing left for it but a fine coat and 
a song. It depends upon the audience whether they 
will actually drive those poor merry creatures froir. 
the stage or sit at a play as gloomy as at the taber- 
paole. It is not easy to recover an art when once 
lost; and it will be a just punishment, that when, 
by our being too fastidious, we have banished humour 
from the stage, we should ourselves be deprived of 
the art of laughing.” 

Symptoms of reform in the drama had recently 
taken place. The comedy of the Clandestine Jliar- 
riagey the joint production of Colman and Garrick, 
and suggested by Hogarth's inimitable pictures of 
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Mai'riagc a la nwde^ had taken the town by storm, 
crowded the theatre with fashionable audiences, 
and formed one of the leading literary topics of the 
year. Goldsmith’s emulation was roused by its 
success. The comedy was in what he considered 
the legitimate line, totally different from the senti- 
inentiil school; it presented pictures of real life, 
delineations of character and touches of humour, in 
which he felt himself calculated to cx'^'cl. 'I’hc con- 
sequence was, that in the course of this year ( 1766 ), 
he commenced a comedy of the same class, to bo 
entitled the Good Xatured Man, at which ho dili- 
gently wought whenever the hurried occupation of 
*book building’ allowed liiin leisure. 
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CHAPTEK XVIII. 

Social position of Goldsmith— hi? collocpiial contests with John- 
son, — Anecdotes and illustrations. 

The social position of Goldsmith had undergone a 
material change since the publication of The I'ra- 
veller. Before tliat event he was but partially know n 
as the author of some clever anonymous writing^** 
and had been a tolcr«xted member of the club and 
the Johnson circle, without much being expecteil 
from him. Now he had suddenly risen to literary 
fame, and become one of the lions of the day. Tim 
highest regions of intellectual society were now open 
to him ; but he w'ns not prepared to move in them 
with confidence and success. Ballymahon had not 
been a good school of manners at the outset of life ; 
nor had his experience as a ‘ poor student* at colleges 
and medical schools contributed to give him the 
polish of society. He had brought from Ireland, as 
he said, nothing but his “brogue and his blunders,*’ 
and they had never left him. He had travelled, it 
is true ; but the Continental tour whicli in those 
days gave the finishing grace to the education x>i a 
patrician youth, had, with poor Goldsmith, been 
little belter than a course of literary vagabondizing. 
1 1 had enriched his mind, deepened and \iidoned the 
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benevolence of his heart, and filled his memory with 
enchanting pictures, but it had contributed little to 
disciplining him for the polite intercourse of the 
world. His life in London had hitherto been a 
struggle with sordid cares and sad humiliations. 
“ You scarcely can conceive,” wrote he some time 
previously to his brother, “ how much eight years 
of disappointment, anguish, and study, have worn 
me down.” Several more years had since been 
added to the term during which he had trod the 
lowly walks of life. He had been a tutor, an apothe- 
cary's drudge, a potty physician of the suburbs, a 
bookseller's hack, drudging for daily bread. Each 
separate walk had been beset by its peculiar thorns 
and humiliations. It is wonderful how his heart 
retained its gentleness and kindness through all these 
trials ; how his mind rose above the ** meannesses of 
poverty,” to which, as he says, he was compelled to 
submit ; but it would be still more wonderful, had 
his manners acquired a tone corresponding to the 
innate grace and refinement of his intellect. He 
was near forty years of age when he published The 
Traveller, and was lifted by it into celebrity. As is 
beautifully said of him by one of his biographers, 
“ he has fought his way to consideration and esteem ; 
but he bears upon liim the scars of his twelve years* 
conflict ; of the mean sorrows through which he has 
passed ; and of the cheap indulgences he has sought 
relief and help from. There is nothing plastic in 
his nature now. His manners and habits are com- 
pletely ffirmed ; and in them any further success can 
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mako little f.ivourable elmiige, whatever it may effect 
for his mind or genius.*'* 

We are not to be surprised* therefore, at finding 
him make an awkward figure in the elegant drawing- 
rooms which were now open to him, and disappoint- 
ing those who had formed an idea of him from the 
fciscinating case and gracefulness of his poetry. 

Even the literary club, and the circle of which it 
formed a part, after their surprise at the intellectual 
flights of which he showed himself capable, fell into 
a conventional mode of judging and talking of him, 
and of placing him in absurd and whimsical points 
of view. His very celebrity operated here to his 
disadvantage. It brought him into continual com- 
parison with Jolinson, who was the oracle of that 
circle and had given it a tone. Conversation was 
the great staple there, and of this Johnson was a 
master. He had been a reader and thinker from 
childhood : his melancholy temperament, which un- 
fitted him tor the pleasures of youth, had made him 
so. For many years past the vast variety of works 
he had been obliged to consult in preparing his 
Dictionary, had stored an uncommonly retentive 
memory with facts on all kinds of subjects ; making 
it a perfect colloquial armoury. He had all his 
life," says Boswell, ** habituated himself to consider 
conversation as a trial of intellectual vigour and skill 
He had disciplined himself as a talker as well as 
writer, making it a rule to impart whatever he knew 
in the most forcible language he could put it in, sc 


* Foster's GjUlsuitli. 



206 


OlJVbR Uoi-IMMlTir. 


that by constant practice and never sulToring; any 
careless expression to escape him, ho had altaincil 
nn extraordinary accuracy and coniinand of hoi- 
guage.*' 

llis common conversation in all companies, accoi d- 
inL' to Sir Joshua Ileynolds, was such as to sot uie 
In HI univei isal aitcution, something above the Uwsuiil 
colloquial style being always expected from him. 

“ 1 do not care," said Orme, the historian i;f 
llindostan, on what subject Johnson talks ; but 1 
love bettor to hear him talk than any body. ITo 
cither gives you new thoughts or a new colouring.” 

A stronger and more graphic culogiuni is gi\cn 
by Dr. Percy. “The conversation of Johnson.” 
says he* “ is strong and clear, and may be compaied 
to an antique statue, where every vein and muscle 
is distinct and clear.’* 

Such was the colloquial giant with which Gold- 
smith’s celebrity and his habits of intimacy brought 
him into continual comparison ; can we wonder that 
lie should appear to disadvantage? Convcrsathjn 
grave, discursive and disputatious, such as Johnson 
excelled and delighted in, was to him a severe task, 
and he never was goodatatask of any kind, lie had 
li lt, like Johnson, a vast fund of ac(iuircd LkUs lo 
di.iw upon ; uor a retentive memory to furnish them 
foith v\hei} wanted. He could not, like the great 
Irxicographcr, mould his ideas and balance his 
periods while talking. He had a flow of ideas, but 
it was apt to be hurried and confused, and as he said 
of himself, he had contracted a hesitating and dis- 
agreeable manner of speaking. He used to say that 
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]i(' always argued best when ho argued ahme ; that 
is to say, he could niahtcr a subject in his study, 
with his pen in his hand; but when he came into 
romi)any he grew confused, and was unable to 
talk about it. Johnson made a remark concerning 
him to somewhat of the same purport. ** No man,” 

: aid he, “ i.-N more foolish than Goldsmith wnen he 
has not a pen in his hand, or more wise w^hcii he 
jhas,” Yet Avithall this conscious deficiency he was 
continually getting involved in colloquial contests 
with Johtison and other prime talkers of the literary 
c ircle, lie felt that he had become u notoriety ; that 
he had entered the lists and was expected to make 
fight ; so with that heedlessness %vhich characterized 
liim in everything else, he dashed on at a venture ; 
trusting to chance in this as in other tilings, and 
h<»ping occasionally to make a lucky hit. Johnson 
perceived his haphazard temerity, but gave him no 
credit for the real diffidence which lay at bottom. 
“ 'I’ho luisfi rtunc of Goldsmith in conversation,” 
--aid he, “ is this, he goes on without knowing how 
ho is to get off. Ilis genius is great, but his know'- 
ledgc is small. As they say of a generous man it is 
a pity he is not rich, we may say of Goldsmith it is 
a pity he is not knowing. He would not keep his 
knowledge to liimself.” And, on another occasion, 
he observes : “ Goldsmith, rather than not talk, will 
talk of what he knows himself to be ignorant, which 
can only end in exposing him. If in company with 
two founders, he would fall a talking on the method 
of making cannon, though both of them would soon 
see that he did not know what metal a cannon is 
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made of.** And again : “ Goldsmith should not be 
for ever attempting to shine in conversation ; he has 
not temper for it, he is so much mortified m hen he 
fails. Sir, a game of jokes is composed partly of 
skill, partly of chance ; a man may be beat at times 
by one who has not the tenth part of his wit. Now 
Goldsmith, pitting himself against another, is like 
a man laying a hundred to one, who cannot spare 
the hundred. It is not worth a man's while. A man 
should not lay a himdred to one unless he can easily 
spare it, though he has a hundred chances for him ; 
he can get but a guinea, and he may lose a hunred. 
Goldsmith is in this state. When he contends, if he 
gets the better, it is a very little addition to a man 
of his literary reputation ; if he does not get the 
better, he is miserably vexed."* 

Johnson was not aware how much he was himself 
to blame in producing this vexation. '* Goldsmith," 
said Miss Reynolds, ** always appeared to be over- 
awed by Johnson, particularly when in company 
with people of any consequence ; always as if im- 
pressed with fear of disgrace; and indeed well he 
might. . I have been witness to many mortifications 
he has suffered in Dr. Johnson’s company.* 

It may not have been disgrace that he feare^ but 
rudeness. The great lexicographer, spoiled by tlie 
homage of society, was still more prone than himself 
to lose temper when the argument went against 
him. He could not brook appearing to be worsted ; 
but would attempt to bear down his adversnry by 
the rolling thunder of his periods ; and, when that 
failed, would become dowmright insulting. Roswell 
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called it “having recourse to some sudden mode of 
robust soi)hiBtry but Goldsmith designated it much 
more happily. “There is no arguing with John- 
son,” said he, “/or, wheix his pistol misses /re, he 
knocks ymi down with the btUt end of it,*'* 

In several of the intellectual collisions recorded 
by Boswell as triumphs of Dr. Johnson, it really 
appears to us that Goldsmith had the best both of 
the wit and the argument, and especially of the 
coiirtesy and good-nature. 

On one occasion he certainly gave Johnson a 
capital reproof as to liis own colloquial peculiarities. 
Talking of fables, Goldsmith observed that tlie 
animals introduced in them seldom talked in cha- 
racter. “ Bor instance,” said he, “ the fable of the 
liitlc fishes, who saw birds fly over their heads, and, 
envying them, petitioned Jupiter to be changed into 
birds. The skill consists in making them talk like 
little fishes.” Just then observing that Dr Johnson 
was shaking his sides and laughing, he immediately 
added, “ Why, Dr. Johnson, this is not so easy as 
you seem to think ; for, if you were to make littlr 
fishes talk, they would talk like whales.” 

But though Goldsmith suffered frequent mortifi- 
cations in society from the overbearing, and some- 
times harsh, conduct of Johnson, he always did 
justice to lus benevolence. When royal pensions 

• The following is given by Boswell, as an instance of tobust 
sophistry Once, when I w^ pressing upon him with \i8il)le 
advantage, he stopped me tlius — ‘My dear Boswell, let’s ha^o 
no more of this; you’ll make nothing of it. I’d ratiici hear you 
whistle a iicutch tune.’ ” 

c 
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were granted to Dr. Johnson and Dr. Shebbeare, a 
punster remarked, that the king had pensioned a 
iAe-bear and a he-bear ; to which Goldsmith replied, 
Johnson, to be sure, has a roughness in his manner, 
but no man alive has a more tender heart. He has 
nothing of the bear but the ekin*' 

Goldsmith, in conversation, shone most when he 
least thought of shining ; when he gave up all effort 
to appear wise and learned, or to cope with the ora- 
cular sententiousness of Johnson, and gave way to 
his natural impulses. Even Boswell could perceive 
his merits on these occasions. “For my part,** said 
he, condescendingly, “I like very well to hear 
honest Goldsmith talk away carelessly;" and many a 
much w'iser man than boswell delighted in those 
outpourings of a fertile fancy and a generous heart. 
In his happy moods, Goldsmith had an artless sim- 
plicity and buoyant good-humour, that led to a 
thousand amusing blunders and whimsical con- 
fessions, much to the entertainment of his intimates ; 
yet, in his most thoughtless garrulity, there was 
occasionally the g^am of the gold and the flash of 
the diamond. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Social rcBorte.— Tbc ebilling whist club.— A practical joke.— The 

Wednesday club.— The ‘ tun of man. — The pig butcher. 

—Tom King.— Hugh Kelly.— Olover and his characteristics. 

Though Goldsmith's pride and ambition led him to 
ruing] 0 occasionally with high society, and to engage 
in the colloquial conflicts of the learned circle, in 
both of which he was ill at ease and conscious of 
being undervalued, yet he Ixad some social resorts in 
which he indemnifled liimself for their restraints by 
indulging his humour without control. One of them 
was a shilling wliist club, which held its meetings at 
the Devil Tavern, near Temple Bar, a place ren- 
dered classic, Ave are told, by a club held there in 
old times, to which “ rare Ben Jonson had fur- 
nished the rules. The company was of a familiar, 
unceremonious kind, delighting in that very ques- 
tionable wit which consisU in playing off practical 
jokes upon each othei^. Of one of these Goldsmith 
Avas made the butt. Coming to the club one night 
in a hackney coach, he gave the coachman by mis- 
take a guinea instead of a shilling, which he set 
down as a dead loss, for there was no likelihood, he 
said, that a fellow of this class would have the 
honesty to retiurn the money. On the .lext club 
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evening he was told a person at the street door 
wished to speak with him. He went forth, but soon 
returned with a radiant countenance. To his sur- 
prise and delight the coachman had actually brought 
baek the guinea. \Vliilc he launched forth in praise 
of this unlooked-for piece of honesty, he declared it 
ought not to go unrewarded. Collecting a small 
sum from the club, and no doubt increasing it largely 
from his own purse, he dismissed the Jehu with 
many encomiums on his good conduct.~He was 
still chanting his praises, when one of the club 
requested a sight of the guinea thus honestly re- 
turned. To Goldsmith’s confusion it proved to be 
a counterfeit. The universal bui*st of Laughter which 
succeeded, and the jokes by which he was assailed 
on every side, showed him that the whole was a 
hoax, and the pretended coachman as much a coun- 
terfeit as the guinea, lie was so disconcerted, it is 
said, that he soon boat a retreat for the evening. 

Another of those free and eiisy clubs mot on Wed- 
nesday evenings at the Globe Tavern in Fleet Street. 
It was somewhat in the style of the Three Jolly 
Pigeons : songs, jokes, dramatic imitations, bur- 
lesque parodies and broad sallies ol numour, formed 
a contrast to the sententious morality, pedantic 
casuistry, and polished sarcasm of the learned circle. 
Here a huge ‘ tun of inan,* by the name of Gordon, 
nsed to delight (jroldsraith by singuig the jovial song 
of Nottingham Ale, and looking like a butt of it. 
Here, too, a wealthy pig butcher, charmed, no doubt, 
by the mild philanthropy of The Traveller, aspired 
to be on the most sociable footing with the author, 
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and here was Tom King, the comedian, recently 
risen to consequence by his performance of Lord 
Ogleby in the new comedy of the Clandestine Mar- 
riage. 

A member of more note was one Hugh Kelly, a 
second-rate author, who, as he became a kind of 
competitor of Goldsmith’s, deserves particular men- 
tion. He was an Irishman, about twenty-eight 
j'oars of age, originally apprenticed to a stayraaker 
in Dublin ; then writer to a London attorney ; then 
a Grub-street hack ; scribbling for magazines and 
newspapers. Of late he had sot up for theatrical 
censor and satirist, and, in a paper called Thespis, 
in emulation of Churchill's Hosciad, had harassed 
many of the poor actors without mercy, and often 
without wit; but had lavished his incense on Gar- 
rick, who, in consequence, took him into favour. 
He was the . author of several works of superficial 
merit, but which had sufficient vogue to inflate his 
vanity. This, however, must have been mortified 
on his first introduction to Johnson ; after sitting a 
short time he got up to take leave, expressing a fear 
that a longer visit might be troublesome. " Not in 
the least, sir,’' said the su’ly moralist, had for- 
gotten you were in the room.** Johnson used to 
speak of him as a man who had written more than 
lie had read, 

A prime wag of this club was one of Goldsmith’s 
poor countrymen and hangers-on, by the name of 
Glover. He had originally been educated for the 
nu'dical profession, but had taken in early life to 
th'* stage, though apparently without much success. 
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While performing at Cork, he undertook, partly in 
jest, to restore life to the body of a malefactor, who 
had just been executed. To the astonishment of 
every one, himself among the number, he succeeded. 
The miracle took wind. He abandoned the stage, 
resumed his wig and cane, and considered his for- 
tune as secure. Unluckily, there were not many 
dead people to be restored to life in Ireland; his 
practice did not equal his expectation, so he came 
to London, where he continued to dabble indif- 
ferently, and rather unprofitably, in physic and 
literature. 

He w'afl a great frequenter of the Globe and Devil 
taverns, where he used to amiise the company by 
his talent at story-telling and his powers of mimicry, 
giving capital imitations of Garrick, Foote, Cole- 
man, Sterne, and other public characters of the day. 
He seldom happened to have money enough to pay 
his reckoning, but was always sure to find some 
ready purse among those who had been amused by 
his humours. Goldsmith, of course, was one of the 
readiest. It was through him that Glover was ad- 
mitted to the Wednesday Club, of which his thea- 
trical imitations became the delight. Glover, how- 
ever, was a little anxious for the dignity of his 
patron, which appeared to him to sufler from the 
over-familiarity of some of the members of the club. 
He was especially shocked by the free and easy tone 
in which Goldsmith was addressed by the pig butcher, 
“ Come, Noll,” would he say, as he pledged him, 
** here's my service to you, old boy !’* 

Glover whispered to Goldsmith, that he should 
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not allow such liberties." “ Let him alone/' was 
the reply, “you'll see how civilly I’ll let him down." 
After a time, he called out, w’ith marked ceremony 
and politeness, “ Mr. B., 1 have the honour of 
drinking your good health." Alas ! dignity was 
not poor Goldsmith's forte : he could keep no one 
at a distance. “ Thank'ee, thank' ee, Noll,*' nodded 
the pig-butcher, scarce taking the pipe out of his 
mouth. “I don't see the effect of your reproof," 
whispered Glover. “ I give it up," replied Gold- 
smith, with a good-humoured shrug, “I ought to 
have known before now there is ho putting a pig in 
the right way." 

Johnson used to be severe upon Goldsmith for 
iiiingling in these rantl^. circles, observing, that 
having been originafly poor, he had contracted a love 
for low company. Goldsmith, however, was guided 
not by a taste for w'hat was low, but for what whs 
comic and characteristic. It was the feeling of tne 
artist ; the feeling which furnished out some oi his 
best scenes in familiar life ; the feeling with which 
“rare Ben Jonson" sought these very haunts and 
circles in days of y ore, to study “ Every Man in his 
Humour." 

It was not always, however, that the humour of 
these associates was to his taste: as they became 
boisterous in their merriment, he was apt to become 
depressed. “ The company of fools," says he, in 
one of his Essays, “ may at first make us smile ; 
but at last never fails of making us melancholy.* 
“Often he would become moody," says Glover, 
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“ and would leave the party abruptly to go home 
and brood over his misfortune.'* 

It is possible, liowever, that he went home for 
quite a different purpose ; to commit to paper some 
scene or passage suggested for his comedy of “ The 
Good-natured Man." The elaboration of humour 
is often a most serious task ; and we have never 
witnessed a more perfect picture of mental misery 
than was once presented to us by a popular dramatic 
writer — still, we hope, living — whom we found in 
the agonies of producing a farce which subsequcnti / 
set the theatres in a roar. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Tbt* Great Cham of literature and the Scene at 5ir Joshua 

Ileynolds’s.— Goldsmith accused of jealousy.— Negotiation!! 
M ith Gamck. — The author and the actor— their coiTCspond- 


Thi 5 comedy of “The Good-natored Man" was 
roTiipleted by Goldsmith eaTly in 1767, aiid submit- 
ted to the perusal of Johnson, Burke, Reynolds, and 
others of the literary club, by whom it was heartil} 
tipproved. Johnson, who was seldom half wa} 
either in censure or applause, pronounced it the 
best comedy that had been wTitten since “ The Pro- 
voked Husband," and promised to furnish the pro- 
logue. This immediately became an object of great 
solicitude with Goldsmith, knowing the weight an 
introduction from the Great Cham of literature w'ould 
have with the public ; but circumstances occurred 
which he feared might drive the comedy and the 
prologue from Johnson's thoughts. The latter was 
in the habit of visiting the royal library at the 
Queen's (Buckingham) House, a noble collection of 
books, in the formation of which he had assisted the 
librarian, Mr. Bernard, with his advice. One eve- 
ning, as he was seated there by the fire reading, he 
was surprised by the entrance of the King (George 
HI.), then a young man, who sought this occasion 
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to have a conversation with him. The conversation 
' w'as varied and discursive; the King shifting from 
subject to subject according to his w'ont ; ** during 
the whole interview,” says Boswell, “ Johnson 
talked to his majesty with profound respect, but still 
in his open, manly manner, with a i^pnorous voice, 
and never in that subdued tone which is commonly 
used at the levee and in the drawing-room. * I found 
his majesty wished I should talk,' said he, * and I 
made it my business to talk. 1 find it does a man 
good to be talked to by his sovereign. In the fii^t 
place, a man cannot be in a passion.'” Itwoula 
have been as well for Johnson’s colloquial disputaiU.s, 
could he have often been under auch decorous re- 
straint. Profoundly monarchical in his principles, 
he retired from the interview highly gratified with 
the conversation of the King and with his gracious 
behaviour. “ Sir,” said he to the librarian, “ they 
may talk of the King as they will, but he is the 
finest gentleman I have ever seen.” — “Sir,” said he 
subsequently to Bcnnet Langton, “his manners are 
those of as fine a gentleman as we may suppose 
Iiew’is the Fourteenth or Charles the Second. 

W hile Johnson's face was still radiant with the 
reflex of royalty, he was holding forth one day to a 
listening group at Sir Joshua Kcynoldb’s, who were 
anxious to hear every particular of this memorable 
conversation. Among other questions, the King 
had askc I him whether he was writing anything. 
IBs reply was, that he thought he had already 'done 
his part as a writer, “I should have thought so 
too,” said the King, “ if you had not written so well.” 
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— “Ni) man/* said Johnson, commenting on this 
speech, ** could have made a handsomer compliment; 
and it was fit for a king to pay. It was decisive.** 
— “ But did you make no reply to this high com- 
pliment?** asked one of the company. “No, sir,*’ 
replied the profoundly deferential Jolmson, “when 
the king had said it, it to be so. It was not foi^^ 
for me to civilities with my sovereign." 

During aU the time that Johnson was thus hold- 
ing forth, Goldsmith, who was present, appeared to 
take no interest in the royal theme, but remained 
seated on a sofa at a distance, in a moody fit of 
abstraction ; at length, recollecting himself, he sprang 
up, and advancing, exclaimed, with what Boswell 
calls his usual “ frankness and simplicity,*' “ Well, 
you acquitted yourself in this conversation better 
than I should have done, for I should have bowed 
and stammered through the whole of it." He after- 
wards explained his seeming injittention, by saying 
that his mind was completely occupied about his 
play, and by fears lest Johnson, in his present state 
of royal excitement, would fail to furnish the much 
desired prologue. 

How natural and truthful is this explanation. Yet 
Boswell presumes to pronounce Goldsmith's inat- 
tention affected; and attributes it to jealousy. “It 
was strongly suspected," says he, “that he was 
fretting with chargrin and envy at the singular 
honour Dr. Johnson had lately enjoyed." It needed 
the littleness of mind of Boswell to ascribe such 
pitiful motives to Goldsmith, and to entertain such 
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exaggerated notions of the honour paid to Di 
Johnson. 

‘*The Good-natured Man" was now ready fo/ 
performance, but the question was, how to get it 
on the stage. The affairs of Covent Garden, for 
which it had been intended, were thrown into con- 
fusion by the recent death of Rich, the manager. 
Drury Lane was under the management of Garrick, 
but a feud, it will be recollected, existed between 
him and the poet, from the animadversions of the 
latter on the mismanagement of theatrical affairs, 
and the refusal of the former to give the poet his 
vote for the secretaryship of the Society of Arts. 
Times, however, w'ere changed. Goldsmith when 
that feud took place was an anonymous writer, al- 
most unknown to fame, and of no circulation in 
society. Now he had become a literary lion ; he 
was a member of the Literary Club ; he was the 
associate of Johnson, Burke, Topham Beauclcrc, 
and other magnates, — ^in a word, he had risen to 
consequence in the public eye, and of course was of 
consequence in the eyes of David Garrick. Sir 
Joshua Reynolds saw the lurking scruples of pride 
existing between the author and actor, and thinking 
it a pity that two men of such congenial talents, and 
who might be so serviceable to each other, should 
be kept asunder by a worn-out pique, exerted his 
friendly offices to bring them together. The meeting 
took place in Reynolds’s house in Xeicester Square. 
Garrick, however, could not entirely put off the 
mock majesty of the stage ; he meant to be civil, but 
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he was rather too gracious and condescending. Tom 
Davies, in his “ Life of Garrick,” gives an amusing 
picture of the coming together of tliese punctilious 
parties. “The manager/* says he, “was fully con- 
scious of his (Goldsmith’s) merit, and perhaps more 
ostentatious of his abilities to serve a dramatic author 
than became a man of his prudence ; Goldsmith was, 
on his side, as fully persuaded of his own importance 
and independent greatness. Mr. Garrick, who had 
so long been treated 'with the complimentary lan- 
guage paid to a successful patentee and admired 
actor, expected that the writer would esteem the 
patronage of his play a favour ; Goldsmith rejected 
all ideiis of kindness in a bargain that was intended 
to be of mutual advantage to both parties, and in 
this he w^as certainly justifiable ; Mr. Garrick could 
reasonably expect no thanks for the acting a new 
tjlay, which he would have njected if he had not 
Dccn. convinced it would have amply rewarded hU 
pains and expense. 1 believe the manager w'as w'ill- 
iijg to accept the play, but he wished' to be courted 
to it ; and the doctor was not disposed to purchase 
his fiieridship by the resignation of his sincerity.’' 
They separated, however, with an understanding on 
the part of Goldsmith tha^ his play would be acted. 
The conduct of Garrick subsequently proved evasive, 
not through any fingerings of past hostility, but 
from habitual indecision in matters ot the kind, and 
from real scruples of delicacy. He did not think 
the x)icce likely to succeed on the stage, and avowed 
that opinion to Reynolds and Johnson ; but hesitated 
to any as much to Goldsmith, tlirough fear of wound- 
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ing hia feclinga. A further misunderstanding was 
the result of this want of decision and frankness ; 
repeated interviews and some correspondence took 
place without bringing matters to a point, and in 
the lueaiitime the theatrical season passed away. 

Goldsmith’s pocket, never well supplied, suffered 
grievously by this delay, and he considered himself 
entitled to- call upon the manager, who still talked 
of acting the play, to advance him forty pounds 
upon a note of the younger Newbeiy. Garrick 
readily complied, but subsequently suggested certain 
important alterations in the comedy as indispensa- 
ble to its success ; these were indignantly rejected 
by the author, but pertinaciously insisted on by the 
manager. Garrick proposed to leave the matter to 
the arbitration of Whitehead, the laureate, wlio 
officiated as his ** reader*' and elbow critic. Gbhl- 
smith was more indignant than ever, and a violent 
dispute ensued, which was only calmed by the in- 
terference of Burke and Keynolds. 

Just at this time, order came out of confusion in 
the affairs of Covent Garden. A pique having risen 
between Colinan and Garrick, in the course of their 
joint authorship of “The ' Clandestine Marriage,” 
tlie former had become manager and part proprietor 
of Covent Garden, and was preparing to open a 
povrerful competition with his former colleague. 
On hearing of this, Goldsmith made overtures to 
(Jolman ; who, without wmting to consult his fellow 
proprietors, who were absent, gave instantly a 
l.ivourablc reply. Goldsmith felt the contrast of 
warm, encouraging conduct, tp the chilling do- 
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lays and objections of Garrick. He at once aban- 
doned his piece to the discretion of Colman. ** Dear 
sir,** says he in a letter dated Temple Garden Court, 
July 9 th, “lam very much obliged to you for your 
kind partiality in my favour, and your tenderness 
in shortening the interval of my expectation. That 
the play is liable to many objections I well know, 
but I am happy that it is in hands the most capable 
in the world of removing them. If then, dear sir, 
you will complete your favour by putting the piece 
into such a state as it may be acted, or of directing 
me how to do it, I shall ever retain a sense of your 
goodness to me. And indeed, though most probably 
this be the last I shall ever writh, yet I can't help 
feeling a secret satisfaction that poets for the future 
are likely to have a protector who declines taking 
advantage of their dreadful situation; and scorns 
that importance which may be acquired by trifling 
with their anxieties.” 

The next day Goldsmith wrote to Garrick, who 
was at Litchfield, informing him of his having 
transferred his piece to Covent Garden, for which it 
had been originally written, and by the patentee of 
which it was claimed, observing, “ as I found you 
had very great difiiculties about that piece, I com- 
plied with his desire. 

am extremely sorry that you should think me warm 
at our last meeting ; your judgment certainly ought to 
be free, especially in a matter which must in some 
measure concern»your own credit and interest. I as 
sure you, sir, 1 have no disposition to differ with you 
on this or any other account, but am. with an high 
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opiiiion of your abilities, and a very real esteem, 
Sir, your most obedient humble servant. 

Oliver Goldsmith/ 

In his reply, Garrick observed, “ I was, indeed, 
much hurt that your warmth at our last meeting 
mistook my sincere and friendly attention to your 
play for the remains of a former mi.sunderstanding, 
which I had as much forgot as if it had never ex- 
isted. What I said to you at my own house I now 
repeat, that I felt more pain in giving my sentiments 
than you possibly would in receiving them. It has 
been the business, and ever will be, of my Hie to 
live on the best terms with men of genius ; and I 
know that Dr. Goldsmith will have no reason to 
change his previous friendly disposition tf> wards me, 
as 1 shall be glad of every future opporttmity to 
convince him how much I am his obedient servant 
and well-wisher. D. Garrick.'" 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

More hack authorship.— Tcm DaTies and the Roman History.— 
Canonbur}' Castle.— Political authorship.— Pecuniary tempta- 
tiou.— Death of Newbery the elder. 

Though GoldsmitVa comedy was now in train to be 
performed, it could not be brought out before Clirist- 
inas ; in the meantime, he must live. Again, there- 
fore, he had to resort to literary jobs for his daily 
support. These obtained for him petty oecasiotial 
sums, the largest of which was ten pounds, from the 
elder Newbery, for an historical compilation ; but 
this scanty rill of quasi patronage, so sterile in its 
products, was likely soon to cease ; Newbery being 
too ill to attend to business, and haying to transfer 
the whole management of it to his nephew. 

At this time Tom Davies, the sometime Roscius, 
sometime bibliopole, stepped forward to Goldsmith's 
relief, and proposed that he should undertake an 
easy popular history of Rome in two volumes. An 
arrangement was soon made. Goldsmith undertook 
to complete it in two years, if possible, for two hun^ 
dred and fifty guineas, and forthwith set about his 
task with cheerful alacrity. As usual, he sought « 
rural retreat during the summer months, where he 
might alternate his literary labours with strolls about 
the green fields. Merry Islington" was again his 
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resort, ftut lie now aspired to better quarters than 
formerly, and engajxcd the chambers occupied occa- 
sionally by Mr. Nowbery, in Canonbury House, or 
(^.istle, as it is popularly called. This had been a 
hnntinif lodge of Queen Elizabeth, in whose time it 
was surrounded by parka and forests. In Goldsm ith’ s 
day, nothing remained of it but an old brick tow^er ; 
it was still in the country, .amid rural scenery, and 
w'as d favourite nestling -pi ace of authors, publishers, 
and others of the literary order.* A number of 
'hose he had for fellow' occupants of the castle; 
and they formed a temporary club, which held its 
meetings at the. Crowui Tavern, on tlic Islington 
lower road; and here he presided in his own 
genial style, and was tlie life and delight of the 
company. • 

The writer of these pages visited old Caiionbiiiy 
Castle some years since, out of regard to the memory 
of Goldsmith. The .apartment wais still shown 
which the poet had inhabited, consisting of a sitting- 
room and small bedroom, wdtli pannelcd w'ainscots 
and Gothic wandow'.'». The qinintness and quietude 
of the pi wen; still attractive. It was one of the 

S*x' on the distant slope, majestic ehovrs 
< )Id Canonbnry’a tow<jr, an ancient pile 
To various fate.s assigned ; and wheie by turns 
l^feaniiCBs ami grandeur have alternate reign’d ; 
Tliither, in IsUter days, hath genius Hod 
from yonder city, to respire and die. 

There the sweet bard of Auburn sat. and tuned 
The pLnntive inoanings of his village dirge. 

Tliere leai'nod (,*hamber8 treasured lore for mnu 
And N'ewrbery there his A B C’s for bahes. 
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resorts of citizens on their Sunday walks, who would 
ascend to the top of the tower and amuse themselves 
with roconnoi trill j; the city through a telescope. 
Not far from this tow'er w'eirc the gardens of the 
White Conduit House, a Cockney Elysium, where 
Goldsmith used to figure in the liuinbh'r day.s of hia 
fortune. In the first edition of his K^.says he speaks 
of a stroll in these gardens, T,vhere he at that time, 
no doubt, thought himself in perfectly genteel society. 
After his rise in the world, however, he became too 
1; 'owing to speak of such plebeian haunts. In a 
new edition of his Essays, therefore, the White Con- 
duit and its garden disappears, and he .speaks 

of a stioll in the Park.’* 

\Vhil<} G(jldsmith was literally living from hand 
lo mouth by the forced drudgery of the pen, his in- 
d''j)en<b uee of .spirit \vas subjected to a sore pecuni- 
.11 y tri.il. It wiw the opening of Lord North’s 
administration, a time of great political excitement. 
’I’he public mind was agitated by the question of 
American taxation, and other question.s of like 
irritating tendency. Junius and Wilkes and other 
powerful writers were attaeking the administration 
with all their force ; Grub-street was stirred up to 
ils lowest depths; inflammatary talent of all kinds 
was in full activity, and the kingdom was deluged 
with panqildi’ts, lampoons and libels of the grossest 
kinds. The ministry were looking anxiously round 
for literary support. It wiis thought that the pen of 
( ioldsmith might be readily enlisted. His hospitable 
frii'ud and countryman, Kobert Nugent, politically 
known as Squire Gawky, had come out strenuously 
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for colonial taxation ; had been selected for a lord- 
ship of the briard of trade, and raised to the rank of 
Baron Nugent and Viscount Clare. His example, it 
was thouglit, would be enough of itself, to bring 
Goldsmith into the ministerial ranks ; and then 
what writer of the day was proof against a full purse 
or a pension ? Accordingly one Parson Scott, s*hap 
lainjo Lord Sandwich, and author of Anti Sejanus 
"IPanurgp, and other political libels in support of the 
admini.striii^ion, was sent to negotiate with the poet, 
who at this time was returned to town. Dr. Scott, 
in after years, w-hen his political subserviency 
had been rewarded by two fat crown livings, 
used to make, what he considered, a good story out 
of this embfissy to the poet. ** 1 found him,*' said 
he, in a miserable suit of chambers in the Temple. 
I told him my authority : I told how I was em- 
powered to pay most liberally for his exertions ; 
and, would you believe it ! he w'ds so absurd as to 
say ‘ I can earn as much as will supply my wants 
without writing for any party; the assistance you 
offer is therefore unnecessary to me ami so I left 
him in his garret !" Who does not admire the 
sturdy independence of poor Goldsmith toiling in 
his garret for nine guineas the job, and smile wdth 
contempt at the indignant ^ wonder of the political 
divine, albeit his subserviency was repaid by two fat 
crown livings ? 

Not long after this occurrence, Golda^nith’s old 
friend, though frugal-handed employer, Newberj, 
of picture-book renown, closed his morUil career. 
The poet has celebrated him as the friend of all 
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majikind; he certainly lost nothing by his f'licnd- 
ship. He coined the brains of his authors in the 
times of their exigency, and made them pay dear 
for the plank put out to keep them from drowning. 
It is not likely his death caused much lamentation 
among the scribbling tribe ; w'c may express decent 
respect for the memory of the just, but we shed 
tears only at the grave of the generous. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Theatnral manoeuvring.^ the comedy of “False Delicacy.” — 
First performance of “The (iood-natured-man.” — Conduct of 
.fohnson. — Conduct of the author.— Intermeddling of the 
press. 

The comedy of “The Good-natured Man" wab 
doomed to experience delays' and difficulties to the 
very last. Garrick, notwithstanding his professions, 
had still a lurking grudge against the author, and 
tasked his managerial arts to thwart him in his 
theatrical enterprise. For this purpose undci;- 
took to build up Hugh Kelly, Goldsmith’s boon 
companion of the Wednesday club, as a kind of 
rival. Kelly had written a comedy called Fahe 
JJelicacyi in which w'ere embodied all the meretrici- 
ous qualities of the sentimental school. Garrick, 
though he had decried that school, and had brought 
out his comedy of “ Tlie Clandestine Marriage" in 
•»pposition to it, now lauded “False Delicacy" to 
the skies, and prepared to bring it out at Drury 
Lane with all possible stage elFeet. He even went 
so far as to write a prologue and epilogue for it, and 
to touch up some parts of the dialogue. He had 
Viccome reconciled to his former colleague, Colinan, 
«nd it is intimated that one condition in the treaty 
peace between these potentatea of the realms of 
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pasteboard (eiiually iironc to play into each other’s 
hands with the* confederate potentates on the great 
llioatrc of life) was, that Goldsmith’s play should 
be kept back until Kelly’s had been brought forward. 

In the meantime the poor author, little dreaming 
vjf the deleterious influence at wairk behind the 
scones, saw the appointed time arrive and pass by 
without the performance of his play ; while “ False 
Delicacy ” was brought out at Drury Lane (January 
23, 17b8) with all the trickery oP managerial manage- 
ment. Houses were packed to applaud it to the 
echo ; the utwvspapers vied w'ith each other in their 
venal j raises, and night after night seemed to give it 
a fresh triumph. 

While “ False Delicacy *' was thus borne on the 
full tide of lictitioiis prosperity, “The Good-natured 
Man ” was creeping through the last rehearsals at 
^Govent Garden. I'lic success of the rival piece 
{throw' a damp upon author, manager, and actors. 
Cioldsinith Avent abemt with a face full of anxiety; 
Cohn tin’s holies in the ijiece declined at each re- 
hearsal ; as to his fellow propiiotors, they declared 
they had never ontertaintMl ajiy. All the actors were 
discontented w'ith their par^'- excepting Ned Shuter, 
an excellent low comedian, and a pretty actress 
named Miss AValford ; both of whom the poor author 
ever afterward held in graloful recollocTion. 

Johnson, Goldsmith's growling monitor and un- 
sparing rastigator in times of heedless levity, stood 
by him at present with that protecting kindness 
with which he ever befriended him in time of need, 
lie attended the rehears -Is ; he furnished Uie 
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logue according to promise ; he pish’d and pshaw’d 
at any doubts and fears on the part of the autlior, 
but gave him sound counsel, and held him up with 
a steadfast and manly hand. Inspirited by his 
sjnnpathy, Goldsmith plucked up new heart, and 
arrayed himself for the grand trial w'ith unusual 
care. Ever since his elevation into the polite world, 
he had improved in his wardrobe and toilet. John- 
son could no longer accuse him of being shabby in 
his appearance ; he rather w’ent to the other ex- 
treme. On the present occasion there is an entry in 
the books of his tailor, Mr. William Filhy, of a suit, 
of “Tyrian bloom, satin grain, and garter blue silk 
breeches, £8 2s. 7d,” Thus magnificently attired, 
he attended the theatre and watched the reception 
of the play, and the effect of each individual scene, 
wdth that vicissitude of feeling incident to his mer- 
curial nature.**^ 

Johnson's prologue was solemn in itself, and being 
delivered by Brinsley in lugubrious tones suited to 
the ghost in Hamlet, seemed to throw a portentous 
gloom on the audience. Some of the scenes met 
with great applause, and at such times Goldsmith 
was highly elated ; others went off coldly, or there 
w'ere slight tokens of disapprobation, and then his 
spirits would sink. The fourth act saved the piece ; 
for Shuter, who had the main comic character of 
Croaker, was so varied and ludicrous in his execution 
of the scene in which he reads an incendiary letter, 
that he drew down thuhders of applause. On his 
coming behind the scenes. Goldsmith greeted him 
with an ovei flowing heait; declaring that he ex- 
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ccedcd his own idea of the character, and made it 
almost as new to him as to any of the audience. 

On the whole, however, both the author and his 
friends ^Vere disappointed at the reception of the 
piece, and considered it a failure. Poor Goldsmith 
jleft the theatre with his towering hopes completely 
lOut down. lie endeavoured to. hide his morti- 
fication, and even to assume an air of unconcern 
while among his associates ; but, the moment he was 
alone with Dr. Johnson, in whose rough but mag- 
nanimous nature he reposed unlimited confidence, 
he threw off all restraint, and gave way to an almost 
childlike burst of grief. Johnson, wdio had shown 
no want of sympathy at the proper time, saw nothing 
in the partial disappointment of overrated expecta- 
tions to warrant such ungovemed emotions, and 
rebuked him sternly for what he termed a silly 
afiectatioii, saying that “No man should be expected 
to sympathize with the sorrows of vanity,” 

When Goldsmith had recovered from the blow, 
he, with his usual unreserve, made his past distress 
a subject of amusement to his friends. Dining one 
day, in company with Dr. Johnson, at the chaplain’s 
table at St. James’s Palace, he entertained the com- 
pany with a particular and comic account of all his 
feelings on the night of rci^resentation, and his 
despair when the piece was hissed. How he went» 
he said, to the Literary Club; chatted gaily, as if 
nothing had gone amiss ; and, to give a greater idea 
of his unconcern, sang his favourite song about an 
old w’oman tossed in a blanket seventeen times as 
high as the moon .... “All this while,” added 
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he, ‘*1 was suffering horrid tortures, and, had I put 
a bit in my mouth, I verily believe it would have 
strangled me on the spot, I >vas so excessively ill : 
but I made more noise than usual to cover all that ; so 
they never perceived my not eating, nor suspected 
the anguish of my heart ; but when all were gone 
except Johnson here, I burst out a-crying, and even 
swore that I would never write again. 

Dr. Johnson sat in amaze at the odd frankness and 
childlike self- accusation of poor Goldsmith. Wlien 
the latter had come to a pause, “All this, doctor,’' 
said he drily, “ I thought had boon a secret between 
you antTme, and I am sure I would not have said 
anything about it for the world.” But Goldsmith 
had no secrets : his follies, his weaknesses, his errors 
w’cre all thrown to the surface ; his heart was really 
too guileless and innocent to seek mystery' and con 
cealment. It is too often the fidsc, designing man 
that is guarded in his conduct and never offeiuK 
proprieties. 

It is singular, however, that Goldsmith, who thu‘' 
in conversation could keep nothing to himselr", 
should be the author of a maxim which would ii;- 
culcate the most thorough dissimulation. “Men 
of the w'orld,” says he in one of the papers of tlu' 
Bee, “maintain that the true end of speech is in 'l 
so much to express our wants as to conceal them.” 
IIow' often is this quoted as one of the subtle re- 
marks of the fine witted Talleyrand 

“The Good-natured Man” was performed for leu 
nights in succession; the third, sixth, and ninth 
nights were for the uiithor's beneftt ; the filth night 
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it was commanded by their majesties ; after this it 
'*vas played occasionally, but rarely, having always 
pleased more in the closet than on the stage. 

As to Kelly’s comedy, Johnson pronounced it en- 
tirely devoid of character, and it has long since 
passed into oblivion. Yet it is an instance how an 
inferior production, by dint of puffing and trumpet- 
ing, may be kept up for a time on the surface ot 
popular opinion, or rather of popular talk. What 
had been done for ** False Delicacy ” on the stage 
was continued by the press. The booksellers vied 
w’itli the manager in launching it upon the town. 
They announced that the first impression of three 
thousand copies was exhausted before two o’clock 
on tlie day of publication ; four editions, amounting 
to ten thousand copies, were sold in the course of 
the season ; a public breakfast was given to Kelly at 
the Chapter Coffee-House, and a piece of plate pre- 
sented to him by the publishers. The comparative 
merits of the two plays were continually subjects of 
discussion in green-rooms, coffee-houses, and other 
places where theatrical questions were discussed. 

Goldsmith’s old enemy, Kenrick, that “viper of 
the press,'* endeavoured on this as on many other 
occasions to detract from his well-earned fame ; the 
poet was excessively sensitive to these attacks, and 
had not the art and self-command to conceal his 
feelings. 

Some scribblers on the other side insinuated that 
Kelly hiid seen the manuscript of Goldsmith’s play, 
w'hile in the hands of Garrick or elsewhere, and had 
borrowed some of the situations and sentiments. 
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Some of the wAgs of the day took a mischievous 
pleasure in stirring up a feud between the two 
authors. Goldsmith became nettled, though he 
could scarcely be deemed jealouff ‘Ilf one so far his 
inferior. He spoke disparagingly, though no doubt 
sincerely, of Kelly's play : the latter retorted. 
Still, when they met one day behind the scenes of 
Covent Garden, Goldsmith, with his customary 
urbanity, congratulated Kelly on his success. “ If 
I thought you sinceie, Mr. Goldsmith,'* replied the 
other, abruptly, “I should thank you.** Goldsmith 
was not a man to harbour spleen or ill-will, and 
soon laughed at this unworthy rivalship : but the 
jealousy and envy awakened in Kelly's mind long 
I i'oiitinued. He is even accused of having given vent 
to his hostility by anonymous attacks in the news- 
papers, the basest resource of dastardly and ^ma- 
lignant spirits ; but of this there is no positive 
proof. 
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CHAFl'ER XXllI. 

jjuming the candle at both ends. — Fine apartments. — Fine Air- 
nitnre.— Fine clothes.— Fine acquaintances.— Sboemnkrr'n 
holiday and jolly pigeon aaBCclates.— Feter Barlow, Olovrr, 
and the Hampstead hoax.— Poor friends among gicat ac- 
quaintances. 

Th£ profits resulting from “The Good-natured Man" 
were beyond any that Goldsmith had yet derived 
from his works. He netted about four hundred 
pounds from the theatre, and one hundred pounds 
from his publisher. 

Five hundred pounds ! and all at one miraculous 
draught ! It appeared to him wealth inexhaustible. 
It at once opened his heart and hand, and led him 
into all kinds of extravagance. The first symptom 
was ten guineas sent to Shuter for a box ticket for 
his benefit, when “The Good-natured Man’* was to 
be performed. The- next was an entire change in his 
domicile. The shabby lodgings unth Jeffs, the butler, 
in which he had been worried by Johnson’s scrutiny, 
were now exchanged for chambers more becoming 
a man of his ample fortune. The apartments con- 
sisted of three rooms on the second floor of No. 2, 
Brick Court, Middle Temple, on the right hand 
ascending the staircase, and overlooked the um- 
brasreoys ^walks of the Temple garden. The lease 
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he purchased for four hundred pounds, and then 
went on to furnish his rooms with inahogany sofas, 
card'tables, and book-citses ; with curtains, mirrors, 
and Wilton carpets. II is awkward little person wm 
also furnished out in a style bohtting his apartment ; 
lor, in addition to his suit of “Tyrian bloom, satin 
grain,” wc lind another charged about this time, in 
the books of Mr. Filby, in no less gorgeous terms, 
being “ lined with silk and furnished with gold but- 
tons.” Thus lodged, and thus arrayed, he iiivitcd 
the visits of his most aristocratic acquaintances, and 
no longer quailed beneath the courtly eye of Bcau- 
clerc. lie gave dinners to Johnson, Iloynoldh, 
Percy, Bickerstaff, and other friends of note ; and 
supper parties to young folks of both sexes. 
last were preceded by round games of cards, at which 
there was more laughter than skill, and in wdiich 
the sport was to cheat each other ; or by romping 
games of forfeits and blind- man’s bull*, at wliich he 
enacted the lord of misrule. Blackstone, whose 
chambers w'ore immediately below, and who w’as 
studio usly occupied on his Commentaries^ used to 
complain of the racket made oy£r-)»jjad by his 
revelling neighbour. 

Sometimes Goldsmith would make up a rural 
party, composed of four or five of his “jolly pigeon” 
fi lends, to enjoy what he humourously called a 
“ shoemaker’s holiday." These would assemble at 
his chambers in the morning, to partake of a plen- 
tiful and rather expensive breakfast ; the remains of 
which, with his customary benevolence, he generally 
gave to some poor woman in attendance. The re- 
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past ended, the party would set out on foot, in hit>k 
^pi^its, making extensive rambles by foot-patlis and 
i;roon lanes to lllaeklieath, SVandsworth, Chelsea, 

1 lampton Court, Highgate, or some other pleasant 
resort, within a few miles of London. A simple but 
n iy and heartily relished dinner, at a country inn, 

* rownod the excursion. In the evening they strolled 
h.u k to town, all the better in health and spirits for 
a day spent in rural and social enjoyment. Occa- 
sionally, wlicn extravagantly inclined, they ad- 
journed from dinner to drink tea at the White 
Conduit House; and, now and then, concluded their 
festive day by supping at the Grecian or Temple 
Exchange Coffee Houses, or at the Globe Tavern, in 
Fleet-street. 'Hie whole expenses of the day nevei 
exceeded a crown, and were oftener from three and 
sixpence to four shillings ; for the best part of their 
rntertainraent, sweet air and rural scenes, excellent 
exercise and joyous conversation, cost nothing. 

One of Goldsmith's humble companions, on these 
excursions, was his occasional amanuensis, Pelei 
Harlow, whose (piaint peculiarities afforded mud 
amusement to the company. Peter was poor bu 
punctilious, squaring his expenses according to hit 
means. He always wore the same garb ; fixed his 
regular expenditure for dinner at a trifling sum, 
which, if left to himself, he never exceeded, but 
which he always insisted on paying. His oddities 
always made him a welcome companion on the 
“ shoemaker's holidays.” The dinner, on these oc- 
casions, generally exceeded considerably bis tariff; 
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he put down, howevev, no more than Ins regular 
sura, and Goldsmith made up the difference. 

Another of these hangers-on, for whom, on sucri 
'occasions, he was content to “pay the shot,’' 
his countryman, Glover, of whom mention has 
already been made, as one of the wags and sponges 
of the Globe and Devil taverns, and a prime mimic 
at the Wednesday Club. 

This vagabond genius has bequeathed us a whim- 
sical story of one of his practical jokes upon Gold- 
smith, in the course of a rural excursion in tlie 
vicinity of London. They had dined at an inn on 
Hampstead Heights, and were descending the hill, 
when, in passing a cottage, they saw thtough the 
open window a party at tea. Goldsmith, who was 
fatigued, cast a wistfiil glance at the cheerful tpa- 
table. “How 1 should like to be of that party," 
exclaimed he. “ Nothing more easy," replied Glo- 
ver ; “ allow me to introduce you." So saying, he 
entered the house with an air of the most perfect 
familiarity, though an utter stranger, and was fol- 
lowed by the unsuspecting Goldsmith, who supposed, 
of course, that he was a friend of the family. The 
owner of the house rose on the entrance of the 
strangers. 'Ihe undaunted Glover shook hands with 
aim in the most cordial manner possible, fixed his 
eye on one of the company who had a peculiarly 
guod-natured physiognomy, muttered something 
like a recognition, and forthwith launched into an 
amusing story, invented at the moment, of some- 
tiing which he pretended had occurred upon the 
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roitl, 'I’hc host supposed tlie new- comers were 
fiiends of his guests ; the guests that tliey were 
friends of the host. Glover did not give them linie 
to hud out the truth. He followed one droll story 
with another ; brought his powor-^ of mimicry into 
play, and kept the company in a roaVt Tea was 
offered and accepted ; an hour w'cnt off in the most 
sociable manner imaginable, at the end of which 
Glover bow’ed himself and his companion out of the 
house with many facetious last words, leaving the 
host v> d his company to compare notes, and to ftncl 
hnd out what an impudent intrusion they hud 
experienced. 

Nothing could exceed the dismay and vexation of 
Goldsmith when triumphantly told by Glover that 
it was all a hoax, and that he did not know' a single 
soul in the house. His first impuho w'as to return 
instantly and vindicate himself from all participation 
in the jest ; but a few words from lii^ free and easy 
companion dissuaded him. “ Doctor/’ said he, 
coolly, “ we arc unknown ; you quite as much as 1 ; 
if' you return and tell the story, it will be in th'- 
newspapers to-morrow ; nay, upon recollection, I 
remembei: in one of their offices the face of thai 
squinting fellow who sat in tlie corner as if he was 
treasuring up my stories for future use, and we shall 
be sure of being exposed ; let us therefoi'e keep our 
own counsel.’* 

This story was frequently afterward told by Glover, 
with rich dramalic effect, repeating and exaggerat- 
ing the conversation, and mimicking, in ludicrous 

a 
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Ptyle, the embarrassment, surprise, and subsequent 
iiidignation of Goldsmith. 

Tt is a trite saying that a wheel (Miinot run in two 
ruts ; nor a man keep two opposite sets of intimates. 
Goldsmith sometimes found his old friends of the 
“jolly pigeon’* order turning up rather awkwardly 
when he was in company with his new' aristocratic 
acquaintances. He gave a whimsical account of the 
sudden apparition of one of them at his gay apart- 
ments in the Temple, who may have been a welcome 
visitor at his squalid quarters in Green Arbour 
Court. “ How do yon think he served rnc .>’* said 
he to a friend. “ Why, sir, after staying away two 
years, he came one evening into my chambers, halt 
drunk, as I w'as taking a glass of wine with Topham 
Boauclerc and General Oglethorpe ; and sitting him- 
self down, with most intolerable assurance inquiied 
after my health and literary pursuits, as if wc were 
upon the most friendly footing. I was at first so 
much ashamed of ever having knowm such a fellow', 
that I stifled my resentment, and drew him into a 
conversation on such topics as I knew he could talli 
upon ; in w'hich, to do him justice, he acquitted 
himself very reputably ; when all of a sudden, as if 
recollecting something, he ])ullcd two papers out of 
his pocket, w'hich he presented to me with great 
ceremony, saying, ‘ Here, my dear friend, is a quar- 
ter of a pound of tea, and a half a pound of sugar, 
T have brought you ; for though it is not in my 
power at pro.sent to pay you the tw'o guineas you so 
generously lent me, you, nor any man else, fehall 
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C'vpr have it to say that I want gratitude/ 
added Goldsmith, “was too much. I could no longer 
keep in my feelings, but desired him to turn out 
of my chambers directly ; which he very coolly did, 
taking up his tea and sugar and 1 never saw him 
afterwards.** 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Aeduced again to book building.— Enral retreat at Shoemaker’s 
paradlee.^Death of Henry Goldsmith— tributes to his meiuury 
in the Deserted Village. 

The heedless expenses of Goldsmith, as may easily 
be supposed, soon brought him to the end of his 
* prize money,* but when his purse gave out he drew 
upon futurity, obtaining advances from his book- 
sellers and loans from his friends in' the conUdeiit 
hope of soon turning up another trump. The debts 
which he thus thoughtlessly incurred in consequence 
of a transient gleam of prosperity embarrassed him 
for the rest of his life ; so that the success of the 
“Good-natured Man’* may be said to have been 
rtiinous to him. 

He was soon obliged to resume his old craft of 
book-building, and set about his History of Rome^ 
undertaken for Davies. 

It was his custom, as we have shown, during the 
summer time, when pressed by a multiplicity of 
literary jobs, or urged to the accomplishment of some 
particular task, to take country lodgings a few miles 
from town, generally on the Harrow or Edgewarc 
roads, and bury himself there for weeks and months 
together. Sometimes he would remain closely occu- 
pied in his room, at other times he would stroll out 
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along the lanes and hedge-rows, and taking out 
paper and pencil, note down thoughts to be expanded 
and connected at home. His summer retreat for the 
present year, 1768, w'as a little cottage with a garden, 
pleasantly situated about eight miles from town on 
the Edgeware road. He took it in conjunction with 
a Mr. Edmund Botts, a barrister and man of letters, 
his neighbour in the Temple, having rooms immedi- 
ately opposite him on the same floor. They had be- 
come cordial intimates, and Botts was one of those 
with w'hom Goldsmith now and then took the 
friendly but pernicious liberty of borrowing. 

The cottage which they liad hired belonged to a 
rich shoemaker of Piccadilly, who had embellished 
his little domain of half an acre with statues, and 
jets, and all the decorations of landscape gardening ; 
"mT consequence of which Goldsmith gave it the 
name of The Shoemaker’s Paradise. As his fellow 
occupant Mr. Botts drove a gig, he sometimes, in 
an interval of literarjTTabouf accompanied him to 
town, partook of a social dinner there and returned 
with him in the evening. On one occasion, when 
they had probably lingered too long at the table, 
they came near breaking their necks on their way 
homeward by driving against a post on the side- walk, 
while Botts was proving by the force of legal elo- 
quence that they were in the very middle of the 
broad Edgeware road. 

In the coiuse of this summer, Goldsmith's career 
of giety, was suddenly brought to a pause by in- 
telligence of the death of his brother Henry, then 
but forty-five years of age. He had led a quiet and 
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blameless life amid the scenes of liis youth, fulfil - 
ing the duties of village pastor with unaffected 
piety j conducting the school at liissoy with a 
degree of industry and ability that gave it celebrity, 
and acquitting himself in. all the duties of life with 
UTideviating reiditude and the mildest benevolence. 
How truly Goldsmith loved and venerated him is 
evident in all his letters and throughout his works ; 
in which his brother continually forms liis model for 
an exemplification of all the most endearing of the 
Christian virtues ; yet his affection at his death was 
embittered by the fear that he died \yith some doubt 
upon his mind of the w'armih of his affection. 
Goldsmith had been urged by his friends in Ireland, 
since his elevation in the world, to use his influence 
with the great, which they supposed to be all power- 
ful, in favour of Henry, to obtain for him church 
preferment. He did exert himself as far as his 
diffident nature w ould permit, but without success ; 
we have seen that, in the case of the Earl of North- 
umberland, when, as Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 
that nobleman proffered him his patronage, he asked 
nothing for himself, but only spoke on behalf of his 
brother. Still some of his friends, ignorant of what 
he had done and of how little he was able to do, 
accused him of negligence. It is not likely, how- 
ever, that his amiable and estimable brother joined 
in the accusation. 

To the tender and melancholy recollections of bis 
early days awakened by the death of this loved 
companion of his childhood, wc may attribute some 
of the most heartfelt passages in his De.-iTted Vil- 
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lage. Much of that poem we are told was coinposeil 
this summer, in the course of solitary strolls about 
the green lanes and beautifully rural scenes of the 
neighbourhood ; and thus much of the softness and 
sweetness of Plnglish landscape became blended \vith 
the ruder features of Lissoy. It was in these lonely 
and subdued moments, when tender regret wes half 
mingled with self-upbraiding, that he poured forth 
that homage of the heart rendered as it w'cre at tin* 
grave of his brother. The picture of the village 
pastor in this poem, urhich we have already hinted, 
was taken in part from the character of his father, 
embodied likewise the recollections of his brother 
Henry ; for the natures of the father and son seem 
to have been i^CAtical. In the following lines, how- 
ever, Goldsmith evidently contrasted the quiet settled 
life of his brother, passed at home in the benevolent 
exercise of the Christian duties, with his own rest- 
less vagrant career ; 

“Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

N'or e’er had changed, nor wished to change his place.’* 

To US the whole character seems traced as it were 
ill an expiatory spirit ; as if, conscious of his own 
wandering restlessness, he sought to humble himself 
at the shrine of excellence which he had not been 
able to practice ; 

“ At church with meek and unaffected grace, 
liis looks adoiu’d the venerable place ; 

'I nth from his lips prevail’d with double sway, 

^ivl w ho canjH to scoff, remain’d to pray, 

'J'be St rvioo arO'iO'l the pinua man, 
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With .steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 

Even children lollow’d Mith endearing' -wile, 

And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man’s smilo 
His ready smile a parent’s warmth express’d, 

Tlieir welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distress’d ; 
To them his heart, hia love, his griefs were given. 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
«««*«•« 

And, as a bird, each fond endeai'xnout tries 
To tempt its new-fledged ofibpring to the skies. 

He tried each art, reprov’d each dull delay. 

Allur’d to brighter worlds, and led the way,” 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Dinner at Blckerstaff ’s.^IIifFermin and his impccuniosity.— 
Kenrick’a epigram. — Johnson’s consolation. — Goldsmith’s 
toilet.— The bloom-colourcd coat. — New acquaintances.— 'J'ho 
Jlomccks.— A touch of poetry and passion. — The Jessamy 
ikrido. 

Tn October, Goldsmith returned to town and resumed 
his usual haunts. We hear of him at a dinner given 
by his countryman, Isaac Bickerstaff, author of 
“ Love in a Village," “ Lionel and Clarissa,*’ and 
other successful dramatic pieces. The dinner was 
to be followed by the reading by BickerstaS of a 
new play. Among the guests was one Paul Hifier^ 
nan, likewise an Irishman ; somewhat idle and in- 
temperate ; who lived nobody knew how nor where, 
sponging wherever he hud a chance, and often of 
' coTilfseu'pon Goldsmith, who was ever the vagabond's 
friend, or rather victim. Hiffcriian was something 
of a physician, and elevated the emptiness of his 
purse into the dignity of a disease, w'hich he termed 
inipecuniosUyt and against which he claimed a right 
to call for relief from the healthier purses of his 
friends. He was a scribbler for the newspapers, and 
latterly a dramatic critic, which had probably gained 
him an invitation to the dinner and reading. The 
mne and \msail, however, befogged his senses. 
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Scarce had tlie author got into the second act of his 
pla}', when Hilietnari began to nod, and at length 
snored outright. BickcrstalF was embarrassed, but 
continued to read in a more elevated tone. The 
louder he read, the louder Hiffernan snored ; until 
the author came to a pause. “Never mind th<' 
brute, Hick, but go on,’* cried Goldsmith, “lie 
would have served Homer just so, if he were here 
and reading his own works.** 

Kenrick, Goldsmith’s old enemy, travestied thi^ir 
anecdote in the following lines, pretending that the 
poet had compared his countryman Bickerstaif to 
Homer. 

Wliat are your Bretons, Romans, Grecians, 

Compared with thorough-bred Milcaiana ! 

Step into Gridin’s shop, he’ll tell >-0 
Of Goldsmith, BickerstafF, and Kelly • • 

And, take one Irish evidence for t’other, 

Kv’n Homer’s self is hut their foster brother. 

Johnson was a rough consoler to a man when 
wincing under an attack of this kind. “Never 
mind, sir,*’ said he to Goldsmith, when he saw that 
he felt the sting. “ A man whose business it is to 
be talked of is much helped by being attacked. 
Fame, sir, is a aliuttlecQck ; if it be struck only at 
one end of the room, it will soon fall to the ground ; 
to keep it up, it must be struck at both ends.” 

Bickerstaif at the time of which we are speaking 
was in high yo|[ttp, the associate of the first wits of 
the day ; a few years afterwards, lie was obliged to 
Sytlic couiitry "d escape the ^uiiislimeut of an in- 
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famoua crime. Johnson expressed great aftonish- 
ment at hearing the ottence for which he had fled. 
“Why, sir?’* said Thrale; “he had long been a 
suspected man.*' Perhaps there was a knowing look 
on the part of the eminent brewer, which proYoked 
a somewhat contemptuous ‘reply. “ By those who 
look close to the ground," said Johnson, “ dirt will 
sometimes be seen ; I hope I see things from a 
greater distance." 

Wc have already noticed the improvement, oi 
rather tlie increased expense, of Goldsmith’s ward- 
robe since his elevation into polite society. “ Ho 
was fond," says one of his contemporaries, “ of ex- 
hibiting his muscular little person in the gayest 
apparel of the day, to which was added a bag-wig 
and sword." Thus an'ayed, he used to figure about 
in the sunshine in the Temple GardeJis, mueh to his 
own satisfaction, but to the amusement of his ac- 
quaintances. 

Boswell, in his memoirs, has rendered one of his 
suits for ever famous. 'Ihat worthy, on the 10th of 
October in this same year, gave a dinner to Johnson, 
Goldsmith, Keynolds, Garrick, Murphy, Bickerstaif, 
and Davies. Goldsmith was generally apt to bustle 
I UL at the last moment, when the guests were taking 
their seats at table, but on this occasion he was un- 
usually early. While waiting for some lingerers to 
arrive, “he strutted about," says Boswell, “brag- 
ging of his dress, and I believe was seriously vain ot 
it, for his mind was undoubtedly prone to such im- 
pressions ‘Come, come,* said Garrick, ‘talk no 
ir.orf* Mf that. Von are perhaps the 'worst — eh, eh!' 
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Goldsmith was eagerly attempting to interrupt him, 
when Sarrick went on, laughing ironically. ‘ Nay. 
you will always look like a gentreniah ; but I am 
talking of your being well or iU dressed* * Well, let 
me tell you,* said Goldsmith, ‘when the tailor 
brought home my bloom-coloured coat, he said, 
“ Sir, I have a favour to beg of you; when anybody 
asks you who made your clothes, be pleased to men- 
tion John Filby, at the Harrow, in Water Lane.’* 

• Why, sir,’ cried Johnson, * that was because he 
knew the strange colour would attract crowds to 
gaze at it, and thus they might hear of him. and see 
how well he could make a coat of so absurd a 
colour.* ’* 

But though Goldsmith might permit this raillery 
on the part of his friends, he w'as quick to resent any 
personalities of the kind from strangers. As he was 
one day walking the Strand in grand array with 
bag-wig and sword, he excited the merriment of 
two coxcombs, one of whom called to the other to 
“look at that fly with a long pin stuck through Sx?! 
Stung to the quick, Goldsmith’s first retort was^io 
caution the passers-by to be on their guard against 
“that brace of disguised pickpockets,** — his next was 
to step into the middle of ’the street, where there was 
room for action, half-draw his sword, and beckon 
the joker, who was armed in like manner, to follow 
him. This was literally a war of wit which the 
other had not anticipated. He had no inclination to 
push the joke to such an extreme, but abandoning 
the ground, sneaked off with his brother wag amid 
. the bootings of the spectators. 
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This proneness to finery in drcssi however, which 
Boswell a^d other of Goldsmith’s contemporaries, 
who did not understand the secret plies of his cha- 
racter, attributed to vanity, arose, we are convinced, 
from a widely different motive. It was from a painful 
idea of his own personal defects, which had been 
cruelly stamped upon his mind in his boyhood, by 
the sneers and jeers of his playmates, and had been 
ground deeper into it by rude speeches made to him 
in every step of his struggling career, until it had 
bceoinc a constant cause of awkwardness and em- 
barrassment. This he had experienced the more 
sensibly since his reputation had elevated him into 
polite society ; and he w*as constantly endeavouring 
by the aid of dress to acquire that personal acc^ta^ 
bilitf/t if we may use the phrase, which* nature had 
denied him. If ever he betrayed a little self-com- 
placency on first turning out in a new suit, it may, 
perhaps, have been because he felt as if he had 
achieved a triumph over his ugliness. 

There were circumstances too, about the time of 
which we are treating, which may have rendered 
Goldsmith more than usually attentive to his personal 
appearance. He had recently made the acquaintance 
of a most agreeable family from Devonshire, which 
he met at the house of his Mend, Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds. It consisted of Mrs. Horneck, widow of 
Captain Kane Homeck ; two daughters, seventeen 
and nineteen years of age, and an only son, Charles, 
the Captain in Lacb, as his sisteiw playfully and some- 
what proudly called him, he having lately entered 
the Guards. The' daughters are described as 
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romraonlybcaiitiful. intelligent, sprightly, and agree- 
able. Cfitherinc, the oldest, went among her friends 
by the name of Little Comedy^ indicative, very pro- 
bably, of her disposition. She was engaged t(» 
William Henry Biinbury, second son of a Suffolk 
baronet. The hand and heart of her sister Mary 
were yet unengaged, although she bore the by-nam.e 
among her friends of the Jessamy Bride. This 
family was prepared, by their intimacy with Key- 
nolds and his sister, to appreciate the merits of 
Goldsmith. The poet had always been a chosen 
friend of the eminent painter, and Miss Reynolds, 
as we have shown, ever since she had heard his poem 
of Tire Traveller read aloud, had ceased to consider 
him ugly. The Hornecks were equally capable of 
forgetting His person in admiring his works.. On 
becoming acquainted with him, too, they W'cre de- 
lighted with his guileless simplicity; his buoyant 
good-nature and his innate benevolence, and an en- 
during intimacy soon sprang up between them. Fcji- 
once poor Goldsmith had met with polite society, 
with which he wa54)Grfectly at home, and by which 
he was fully appreciated; for once he had met with 
lovely women, to whom his ugly features were not 
repulsive. A proof of the easy and playful teims 
in which he was with them, remains in a whimsical 
epistle in verse, of which the following W'as the 
occasion. A dinner was to be given to their family 
by a Dr. Baker, a friend of their mother*B, at -which 
Reynolds and Angelica Kauffman w'ere to be present, 
rt.e young ladies were eager to have Goldsmith « f 
ibe party, and their intimacy with Dr. Baker all - 
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ing them to take the liberty, they wrote a joint in- 
vitation to the poet at the last moment. It came 
too late, and drew from him the following reply ; on 
the top of which was scrawled. This is a poem ! 
This is a copy of verses ! 

Vour maiidaU' I Rot, JAttle Comedy's face, 

You may all go to pot ; And the Captain in Lact^ 

Had your senses been right, Tell each other to rue 
You’d liave Rent before night— Your Devonshire crew, 

NO loll lloniech and Nesbitt, Vor sending so late 
Mid Baker and his bit, To one of my state. 

\ii<l IvaufVman beside, But *tis Reynolds’s way 

\u(l the Jrssamij Itnde^ From wisrlom to stray, 

'Vilh the rest of Uu* crew, And Angelica’s whim 

s he Reynoldses too. To befrolio like him ; 

But alas I your good worships, liow could they be wiser, 
When both have been spoil’d in to-day’s Advertiser /* 

It has been intimated that the intimacy of poor 
Goldsmith with the Miss Ifornecks, 'which began in 
so sprightly a vein, graduaUy assumed something of 
a more tender nature, and that he was not insensible 
to the fascinations of the younger sister. This may 
account for some of the phenomena which about 

• The following lines had appeared in that day’s Advertiser, 
on the portrait of Sir Joshua, by Angelica Kauffbian 
While fair Angelica, with matchless grace, 

Paints Conway’s burly form and Stanhope’s face ; 

Our hearts to beauty 'willing homage pay, 
vve praise, admire, and goise our souls away. 

But when the likeness she hath done for tbcc, 

O f\f-yji(;lds 1 with astonishment 'wc pCo, 

Forced to submit, 'with all our pride ■» i’ ow n, 

Such strength, such h.iiinraiy excellwl l\v none, 

And thou art nviillcd by ihyvelf alone. 
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this time appeared in his wardrobe and toilet. 
During the first year of his acquaintance with these 
lovely girls, the tell tale book of his tailor, Mr. 
William Filby, displays entries of four or five full 
suits, beside separate articles of dress. Among the 
items we find a green half-trimmed frotilc and 
breeches, lined with silk ; a quccn^s blue dress suit ; 
a half-dress suit of rattcen» lined with satin ; a pair 
of silk stocking breeches, and another pair of a 
bloom colour. Alas ! poor Goldsmith ! how much 
of this silken finery was dictated, not by vanity, 
but humble consciousness of thy defects ; how much 
of it was to atone for the uncouthness of thy 
person, and to win favour in the eyes of the Jessamy 
Bride 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Goldsmith in the Temple.— Judtre Diiy and Grattan.- Labour 
and dissipation.— Publication of the Roman History.— Opinions 
of it.— History of Animated Nature.— Temple rookery.— 
Anecdotes a spider. 

Ix the winter of 1768-69 Goldsmith occupied himself 
nt his quarters in the Temple, slowly “ building-up*’ 
his Roman. History. We have pleasant views of 
him in this learned and half-cloistered retreat of wits 
and lawyers and legal studmits, in the reminiscences 
of Judge Day of the Irish Bench, who in his ad- 
vanced age delighted to recall the days of his youth, 
when he was a templai*, and to speak of the kindne»s 
with which he and his fellow-student, Grattan, were 
treated by the poet. **I was just arrived from 
college,” said he, "full freighted with academic 
gleanings, and our author did not disdain to receive 
from me some opinions and hints towards his Greek 
and Roman Histories. Being then a young man, 1 
felt much flattered by the notice of so celebrated a 
person. He took great delight in the^ conversation 
of Grattan, whose brilliancy in the morning of life 
furnished full earnest of the unrivalled splendour 
which awaited his meridian ; and finding us dwell- 
ing together in Essex Court, near himself, where he 
•requently visited my immortal friend, his warm 

a 
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heart became naturally prepossessed towards the 
associate of one whom he so much admired/* 

The judge goes on, in his reminiscences, to give a 
picture of Goldsmith’s social habits, similiar in 
style to those already furnished. He frequented 
much the Grecian Coffee-House, then the favourite 
resort of the Irish and Lancashire Templars. He 
delighted in collecting his friends around him at 
evening parties at his chambers, where he Enter- 
tained them with a cordial and unostentatious hospi- 
tality. “ Occasionally,*’ adds the judge, “ he amused 
them with his flute, or with whist, neither ^ which 
he played well, particularly the latter, but^ on losing 
his money, he never lost his temper. In a run of 
bad luck and worse play, he w'ould fling his cards 
upon the floor and exclaim, ‘ George, I 

ought for ever to rcuounce thee, ' £;klc, faithless 
fortune.* ** ^ 

The judge was aware, at the time', that all the 
learned labour of poor Goldsmitlf upon his Roman 
History was mere hack worktanecruit his exhausted 
finances. “His purse replenisj^fed,” adds he, “by 
labours of this kind, the season* of relaxation and 
pleasure took its turn, in attending the theatres* 
Ranclagh, Vauxhall, and other scenes of gaiety and 
amusement. Whenever his funds were dissipated — 
and they fled more rapidly from being the dupe of 
many artful persons, male and female, who practised 
upon his benevolence — he returned to his literary- 
labours, and shut himself up from society to pro- 
vide fresh matter for his bookseller, and fresh 
supplies for himself.” 
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TIow completely had the young student discerned 
the characteristics of poor, genial, generous, drudg- 
ing, holiday-loving Goldsmith ; toiling, that ho 
might play ; earning his bread by the sweat of his 
brains, and then throwing it out of the window. 

The Homan History was published in the middle 
of May, in two volumes of five hundred pages each. 
It was brought out without parade or prctcnsioiu 
and was announexid as for the use of schools and 
colleges ; but, though a work written for bread, not 
fame, such is its ease, perspicuity, good sense, and 
the delightful simplicity of its style, that it was well 
received by the critics, commanded a prornpt and 
extensive sale, and has ever since remained in the 
hands of young and old. 

Johnson, who, as w'e have before remarked, rarely 
praised or dispraised things by halves, broke forth 
in a warm eulogy of the author and the werk, in a 
conversation with Boswell, to, the great astonishment 
of the latter. “ Whether we take Goldsmith,'' said 
he, ** as a poet, as a comic writer, or as an historian, 
he stands in the first class." Boswell. — **An his- 
torian ! My dear sir, you surely will not rank his 
compilation of the Roman History with the works of 
other historians of this age." Johnson. — “Why, 
who are before him ?" Boswell. — “ Hume, Robert- 
son — Lord Lyttleton." Johnson (his antipathy 
against the Scotch beginning to rise). — “ I have not 
road Hume ; but doubtless Goldsmith's History is 
better than the verbiage of Robertson, or the fop- 
pery of Dalrymple." Boswell,*-*' Will you not 
admit the superiority of Robertson, in whose hblory; . 

R 2 
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’We find such penetration, such painting?" John> 
son. — Sir, you must consider how that pcnetra- 
tion and that painting arc employed. It is not 
history, it is imagination. He who describes what 
he never saw. draws from fancy. Robertson paints 
minds as Sir Joshua paints faces, in a history-piece ; 
he imagines an heroic countenance. You must look 
upon Robertson's work as romance, and try it by 
that standard. History it is not. Besides, air, it 
is the great excellence of a writer to put into his 
book as much as his book will hold. Goldsmith has 
done this in his history. Now Robertson might have 
put twice as much in his book. Robertson is like a 
man who has packed gold in wool ; the wool takes 
up more room than the gdld. No, sir, I always 
thought Robertson would be crushed with his own 
weight — would be buried under his own ornaments. 
Goldsmith tells you shortly all you want to know ; 
Robertson detains you a great deal too long. No 
man will read Robertson's cumbrous detail a second 
time ; but Goldsmith's plain' narrative will please, 
again and again. 1 would say to Robertson what an 
old tutor of a college smd to. one of his pupils. 
* Read over your compositions, and, whenever you 
meet with a passage which you think is particularly 
fine, strike it out !' Goldsmith's abridgment is better 
than that of liUcius Rlorus or Rutropius; and I 
will venture to say, that if you compare him with 
Vertot in the same places of the Roman History, 
you will find that he excels Vertot. Sir, he has the 
art of compiling, and of saying everything he has 
to say in a pleasing manner. He is now writing a 
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Natural History, and will mdke it as entertaining as 
a Persian tale.” 

The Natural History to which Johnson alluded 
was the “History of Animated Nature,” which 
Goldsmith commenced in 1769, under an engagement 
with Griffin, the bookseller, to complete it as soon 
as possible in eight volumes, each containing up- 
wards of four hundred pages, in pica ; a hundred 
guineas to be paid to the author onTt&e delivery of 
each volume in manuscript. 

He was induced to engage in this work by the 
urgent solicitations of the booksellers, who had 
been struck by the sterling merits and captivating 
style of an introduction which he wrote to Brooke’s 
Natural History. It was Ooldsmith*s intention 
originally to make a translation of Pliny, with a 
popular commentary ; but the appearance of Buffio^'s 
work induced him to change his plan, and make use 
of that author for a guide and model. 

Cumberland, speaking of this' work, observes : 
“Distress drove Goldsmith upon undertakings neither 
congenial with his studies nor worthy of his talents. 
I remember him when, in his chambers in the Temple^ 
he showed me the beginning of his * Animated Na- 
ture ;* it was with a sigh, such as genius draws when 
hard necessity diverts it from its bent to drudge for 
bread, and talk of birds, and beasts, and creeping 
things, which Fidock's showman would have done 
as well. Poor feUow, he liai^y^ knows an ass from 
a mule, nor a turkey from a goose, but when he sees 
it on the table.” 

Others of Goldsmith’s friends entertained similar 
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ideas with respect to his fitness for the task, and they 
were apt now and then to banter him on the sub- 
ject, and to amuse themselves with his easy credulity. 
The custom among the natives of Otaheite of eating 
dogs being once mentioned in company, Goldsmith 
observed that a similar custom prevailed in China ; 
that a dog-butcher is as common there as any other 
butcher ; and that, when he walks abroad, all the 
dogs fall on him. Johnson. — ** That is not owing to 
his killing dogs ; sir, 1 remember a butcher at latch - 
field, whom a dog that was in the house where I 
lived always attacked. It is the smell of carnage 
which provokes this, let the animals he has kiileif Se 
what they may.*' Goldsmith. — “Yes, there is a 
general abhorrence in animals at the signs of mas- 
sacre. If you put a tub full of blood into a stable , 
the horses are likely to go mad."- Johnson . — ** I 
doubt that.'* Goldsmith . — ** Nay, sir, it is a fact 
well authenticated.*’ Thrale. — “You had better 
prove it before you put it into your book on Natural 
History. You may do it in my stable if you will." 
Johnson. — “ Nay, sir, I would not have him prove 
it. If he is content to take his information &om 
others, he may get through his book with little 
trouble, and without much endangering his reputa- 
tion. But if he makes experiments for so compre- 
hensive a book as his, there would be no end to 
them ; his erroneous assertions would fall then upon 
himself ; and he might be blamed for not having 
made experiments as to every particular." 

Johnson's original prediction, however, with re- 
spect to this work, that Goldsmith would make it os 
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( Jitmitining as a Persian tale, was veiiliuil ; and 
though much of it was borrowed from Puffon, and 
but little of it w'rittcn from his own observation » 
though it was bjr no means profound, and w'as 
oiiargeable wth many errors, yet the charms of his 
style and the play of his happy disposition through- 
out have continued to render it far more popidar 
and readable than many ivorks on the subject of 
much greater scope and science. Cumberland was 
mistaken, however, in his notion of Goldsmith's 
ignorance and lack of observation as to the charac- 
teristics of animals. On the contrary, he was a minute 
and shrewd observer of them ; but he observed 
them with the eye of a poet and moralist as well us 
a naturalist. Wc quote two passages from his works 
illustrative of this fact, andwc do so the more readily 
because they arc in a manner a part of his history, 
and give us another peep into his private life in the 
Temple ; of his mode of occupying himself in his 
lonely and apparently idle moments, and of another 
class of acquaintances which lie made there. 

Speaking in liis ‘‘Animated Nature*’ of the habi- 
tudes of liooks, “ I have often amused myself,” says 
he, “ with observing their plans of policy from my 
window in the Temple, that looks upon a grove, 
where they have made a colony in the midst of a 
city. At the commencement of spring the rookery , 
which, during the continuance of winter, seemed to 
have been di;serted, or only guarded by about live 
or six, like old soldiem in a garrison, now begins to 
be once more frequented ; and in a short time, all the 
bustle and hurry of business wilibe fairly commenced.' * 
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The other passage which we take the liberty to 
quote at some length, is from an admirable paper iq 
the Bee, and relates to the House Spider. 

** Of all the solitary insects 1 have ever remarked, 
the spider is the most sagacious, and its motions to 
me, who have attentively considered them, seem 
almost to exceed belief. * ♦ * I perceived, about 
iour years ago, a large spider in one corner of my 
room making its web ; and, though the maid fre- 
quently levelled her broom against the labours of 
the little animal, I had tlie good fortune then to pre- 
vent its destruction, and I may say it more than paid 
me by the entertainment it aiforded. 

** In three days the web was, with incredible dili- 
gence, completed ; nor could I avoid thinking that 
the insect seemed to exult in its new abode. It fre- 
quently traversed it round, examined the strength 
of every part of it, retired into its hole, and came 
out very frequently. The first enemy, however, it 
had to encounter was another and a much larger 
spider, which, having no web of its own and having 
probably exhausted all its stock in former labours of 
this kind, came to invade the property of its neigh- 
bour. Soon, then, a terrible encoimter ensued, in 
which the invader seemed to have the victory, and 
the laborious spider was obliged to take refuge in its 
hole. Upon this I perceived the victor using every 
art to draw the enemy from its stronghold. He 
.si^eined to go off, but quickly returned ; and when 
he found all arts in vain, began to demolish the new 
Wi'b without mercy. This brought on another battle, 
ai^d, contiary to my expectations, the laborious 
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spider became conquerer, and fairly killed his 
antagonist. 

Now, then, in peaceable possession of what was 
justly its own, it waited three days with the utmost 
impatience, repairing the breaches of its web, and 
taking no sustenance that I could perceive. At last, 
however, a large blue fly fell into the snare, and 
struggled hard to get loose. The spider gave it 
leave to entangle itself as much as possible, but it 
seemed to be too strong for the cobweb. I must own 
I was greatly surprised when I saw the spider imme- 
diately sally out, and in less than a minute weave a 
new net round its captive, by which the motion of 
its wings was stopped ; and, when it was fairly 
hampered in this manner, it was seized and dragged 
into the hole, 

** In this manner it lived, in a precarious state ; 
and nature seemed to have fitted it for such a life, 
for upon a single fly it subsisted for more than a 
week. I once put a wasp into the net ; but when 
the spider came out in order to seize it as usual, 
upon perceiving what kind of an enemy it had to 
deal with, it instantly broke all the bands that held 
it fast, and contributed all that lay in its power to 
disengage so formidable an antagonist. When the 
wasp was set at liberty, I expected the spider would 
have set about repairing the breaches that were made 
in its net ; but those, it seems, were irreparable : 
wherefore the cobweb was now entirely forsaken, 
and a new one begun, which was completed in the 
usual time. 

‘*I had now a mind to try how many cobwebs a 
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k^single spider could furnish. ; wherefore I destroyed 
this, and the insect set about another. When I de- 
stroyed the other also, its whole stock seemed en- 
tirely exhausted, and it could spin no more. The 
arts it made use of to support itself, now deprived 
of its great means of subsistence, were indeed sur- 
prising. I have seen it roll up its legs like a ball, 
and lie motionless for hours together, but cautiously 
watching all the time : when a fly happened to ap- 
proach eutfifiently near, it would dart out all at once, 
and often seize its prey. 

“Of this life, however, it soon began to grow 
wctuy, and resolved to invade tlie possession of soint* 
f)ther spider, since it could not make a web of it'* 
own. It formed an attack upon a neighbouring 
fortifleation with great vigour, and at first was as 
vigourously repulsed. Not daunted, however, with 
one defeat, in this manner it continued to lay siege 
tb another’s web for three days, and at length, 
having killed the defendant, actually took posses- 
sion. When smaller lUes happen to fall into llu 
snare, the spider docs not sally out at once, but vet \ 
patiently waits till it is sure of them ; for, upon hi.s 
immediately approaching, the terror pf his appear- 
ance might give the captive steeixgth sufiicient to 
get loose ; the manner, then, ift fo wait patiently ; 
till, by ineffcctusil and impotent struggles, the cap- 
tive has wasted all its stircngtli," and then he becomes 
a certain and easy conquest.' ^ « 

“The insect I am now ^describing lived three 
years ; every yeai it changed its skin and got a new 
set of legs. 1 have sometimes plucked off a leg, 
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M’hich gre\v again in two or three days. At first it 
dreaded my approach to its web, but at last it be- 
came so familiar as to take a fly out of my hand ; 
and, upon my touching any part of the web, would 
immediately leave its hole, prepared either for a 
defence or an attack. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

Honottis At the Royal Academy .»Letter to his brother Maurice. 
•—Family fortunes.— Jane Contarine and the miniature.— 
Portraits and engravings.— School associationB.— Johnson and^ 
Goldsmith in Westminster Abbey. 

Thb latter part of the year 1768 had been made 
memorable isx the world of taste by the institution 
of the Royal Academy of Arts, under the patronage 
of the King, and the direction of forty of the mok 
distinguished artists. Reynolds, who had been 
mainly instrumental in founding it, had been unani- 
mously elected president, and had thereupon re- 
ceived the honour of knighthood.* Johnson was 
so delighted with 'his friend's elevation, that he 
broke through a rule of total abstinence with respect 
to wine, which he had maintained for several years, 
and drank bumpers on the occasion. Sir Joshua 
eagerly sought to associate his old and valued fnends 
with him in his new honours, and it is supposed to 
be through his suggestions that, on the first esta- 
blishment of professorships, which took place in 

• We must apologize for the anachronism we have permitted 
o\irselves In the oourse of this memoir, in speaking of Reynolds 
as Sir Joihua, when treating of circumstances which occurred 
prior to bis being dubbed ; but it is so customary to speak of him 
by that title, tirat we found it difficult to (lispense with it. 
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December, 1769, Jolirisoii was nominated to that of 
Ancient Literature, and Goldsmith to that of His- 
tory. They were mere honourary titles, without 
emolument, but gave distinction, from the noble 
institution to which they appertained. Tliey also 
gave the possessors honourable places at the annual 
banquet, at which were assembled many of the 
most distinguished persons of rank and talent, all 
proud to be classed among the patrons of the arts. 

'Ihe following letter of Goldsmith to his brother 
alludes to the foregoing appointment, and to a small, 
legacy bequeathed to him by his unde Gontarine. 

To Mr, Maurice Goldamith, at Jamee Lawler* s. Esq. 
at Kihnore, near Carrick-on-Shannon. 

“ January, 1770. 

** Dear Brother, — I should have answered your 
letter sooner, but, in truth, I am not fond of think- 
ing of the necessities of those I love, when it is so 
very little in my power to help them. I am sorry to 
find you are every way unprovided for ; uiid what adds 
to my uneasiness is, that I have i^ceiv^ a letter 
from my sister Johnson, by which 1 learn that she 
is pretty much in the same circumstances. As to 
myself, I believe I think I could get both you and 
my poor brother-in-law something like that which 
you desire, but I am' determined never to ask ibr 
little things, nor exhaust any little interest I may 
have, until l ean serve you, Mm, and myself more 
effectually. As yet, no opportunity ^has offered; 
but I believe you are pretty well convinced that I 
will not be remiss when it arriTSs. 
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** The king has lately been pleased to make me 
professor of Ancient History in the royal academy of 
painting which he has just established, but there is 
no salary annexed ; and I took it rather as a com- 
pliment to the institution than any benefit to myself. 
Honours to one in my situation are something like 
rulHos to one that wants a shirt. 

“ You tell me that there are fourteen or fifteen 
pounds left me in the hands of my cousin Lawder, an(f 
you ask mo what I would have done with them. My 
dear brother, I would by no means give any direc- 
tions to my dear worthy relations at Kilmore how to 
dispose of money which is, properly speaking, more 
theirs than mine. All that I can say is, that I en- 
tirely, and this letter will serve to witness, give up 
any right and title to it; and I am sure they will 
dispose of it to the best advantage. To them I en- 
tirely leave it ; whether they or you may think the 
whole necessary to fit you out, or whether our poor 
sister Johnson may not want the half, I leave entirely 
to their and your discretion. The kindness of that 
good couple to our shattered family demands our 
sincerest gratitude ; and, though they have almost 
forgotten me, yet, if good things at last arrive, I hope 
one day to return and increase their good-humour by 
adding to my own. 

** I have sent my cousin Jenny a miniature picture 
of myself, as I believe it is the most acceptable 
present I can offer. I have ordered it to be left for 
at George Faulkner's, folded in a letter. The 
*a»‘,e, you well know, is ugly enough, but it is finely 
^.amted. I will shortly also ^end my friends ovi r 
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the Shannon some mczzotiiito prints of myself, and 
some more of my friends here, such as Burke, John- 
son, Reynolds, and Colman. I believe I have written 
ii liundred letters to different friends in your country, 
and never received an answer to any of them. I do 
not know how to account for this, or why they are 
nnwilling to keep up for me those regards which I 
must ever retain for them. , 

“ If, then, you have a mind to oblige me,- you wttl 
write often, whether I answer you or not. Let n^ 
particularly have the news of our family and old 
aoctuaiiitances. For instance, you may begin by 
telling me about the family w'here you reside, how 
they spend their time, and whether they ever make 
mention of me. Tell me about my mother, my 
brother Kodson and his son, my brother Harry’s 
son and daughter, my sister Johnson, the family of 
B.illyoughter, what is become of them, where they 
live, and how they do. You talked of being my 
only brother: I don't understand you. Where is 
Charles ? A sheet of paper occasionally filled with 
the news of this kind w'ould make me very happy, 
and would keep you nearer my mind. As it is, my 
dear brother, believe me to be 

** Yours, most affectionately, 

“Oliver Goldsmitu.*’ 

By this letter we find the Goldsmiths the same 
shifting, shiftless race as formerly; a “shattered 
family," scrambling on each other’s back as soon as 
any rise above the surface, Maurice is “ eve y w« 7 
unprovided for ; ’* living upon cousin Jane and 
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liusband; and, perhaps, amusing liimselfby hunting 
otter in the river Inny. Sister Johnson and her hus- 
band are as poorly off as Maurice, with, perhaps, no 
I one at hand to quarter themselves upon ; as to the 
rest, “ what is become of them ; where do they live ; 
how do they do; what is become of Charles?" 
What forlorn, hap-hazard life is implied by these 
questions ! Can we wonder that, with all the love 
for his native place, which is shown throughout 
Goldsmith’s writings, he had not the heart to return 
there ? Yet his affections are still there. He wishes 
to know whether the Lawders (which means his 
cousin Jane, his early Valentine) ever make mention 
of him ; he sends Jane his miniature ; he believes 
**it is the most acceptable present he can offer," he 
evidently, therefore, docs not believe she has almost 
forgotten him, although ho intimates that he does : 
in his memory she is still Jane Contarine, as he last 
saw her, when he accompanied her harpsichord with 
his flute. Absence, like death, sets a seal on the 
image of those we have loved; we cannot realize 
the intervening changes which time may have ef- 
fected. 

As t6 the rest of Goldsmith’s relatives, he aban- 
dons his legacy of fifteen pounds to be shared among 
them. It i»< all he has to give. His heedless im- 
providence is eating up the pay of the booksellers in 
advance. With all his literary success, he has 
neither money nor influence ; but he has empty fame, 
and he is ready to participate with them; he is 
nonorary professor, witliout pay ; his portrait is to 
oe engraved in mezzotint, in company with those of 
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his friends, Burke, Keynoldis, Johnson, Colinan, and 
others, and he will sei)d prints of them to his friends 
over the Shannon, tliough they may not have a house 
to hang them up in. Wliat a mo tley letter ! How 
indicative of the motley character of the wTiter ! By 
the by, the publication of a splendid mezzotinto en- 
graving of his likeness by Reynolds, was a great 
matter of glorification to Goldsmith, especially as it 
appeared in such illustrious company. As he w'as 
one day walking the streets in a state of high elation, 
from having just seen it figuring in the print -shop 
windows, lie met a young gentleman with a newly- 
maiiicd wife hanging on his arm, whom he imme- 
diately recognized for Master Bishop, one of tho 
hoys he had petted and treated with sweetmeats 
when a' humble usher at Milner’s school. The 
kindly feelings of old times revived, and he accosted 
him with cordial familijurity, though the youth may 
have found some difficulty in recognizing in the per- 
sonage, arrayed, perhaps, in garments of Tyrian dye, 
tho dingy pedagogue of the Milners. “Come, my 
boy,'* cried Goldsmith, as if still speaking to a 
school-boy, “ Come, Safn, I aiu delighted to see you. 
I must treat you to something — what shall it be ? 
Will you have some apples?” glancing at an old 
woman's sitillj then, recollecting the print-shop 
window : “ Sam,” said he, ** have you seen my pic- 
ture, by Sir Joshua Reynolds? Have you seen it, 
Sam ? Have you got an engraving ?’* Bishop was 
caught ; he equivoc ate d ; he had not yet bought it ; 
but he was furiiislui^lus house, and had fixed upon 
a place where it was to be hung. “ Ah, Sun I” re« 

s 
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joined Goldsmith reproachfully, “ if your picture 
had been publishctl, I should not have wailed an 
hour without having it.’* 

After all, it was honest pride, not vanity, iii Gold- 
smith, that was gratified at seeing his portrait docmocl 
worthy of being perpetuated by the classic pencil of 
Reynolds, and “ hung up in history” besides that of 
his revered friend, Johnson. Even the great moralist 
iiimself was not insensible to a feeling of this kind. 
Walking one day with Goldsmith, in Westminster 
Abbey, among the tombs of monarehs, warriors, and 
statesmen, they came to the sculptured mementos 
of literary worthies in poets’ corner. Casting his 
eye round upon these memorials of genius, Johnson 
muttered in a low tone to his companion, 

Fon*itan et noBtrum nomen miscebitur istis. 

Goldsmith treasured up the intimated liopc, and 
shortly afterwards, as they were passing by Temple- 
bar, where the heads of the Jacobite rebels, executed 
for treason, w'ere mouldering aloft on spikes, pointed 
up to the grizzly mementos, and echoed the inti- 
mation. 


Forsitan et nostrum nomcn miscebitur islu. 
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CHAPXEU XXVllI. 

Publication of the Deserted Villagc^otlces and illuatrationa 
of it. 

Several years had now elapsed since the publica- 
tion of The Traveller, and much wonder was expressed 
that the groat success of that poem had not excited 
the author to fiu-thor poetic attempts. On being 
questioned at the iuinual dinner of the Royal Aca- 
demy by the Earl of Lisburn, why he neglected the 
muses to compile histories and write novels, “ My 
Jiord,’* replied he, “ by courting the muses I shall 
starve, but by my other labours I cat, drink, have 
good clothes, and can enjoy the luxuries of life.' 
So, also, on being asked by a poor writer what was 
the most profitable mode of exercising the pen, 
“My dear fellow,” replied he, good-humouredly, 
“ pay no rcgjird to the draggle-tailed muses ; for iny 
pjirt I hiive found proifuctions in prose much more 
sought after and better paid for.” 

Still, however, as we have heretofore shown, he 
found sweet moments of didliance to steal away 
from his prosaic^ toils, and court the muse among 
the green lanes and hedge-rows in the rural en- 
virons of London, and on the 26th of May, 1770, he 
was enabled to bring his Deserted Village before the 
public. 
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The popularity of The Traveller had prepared the 
way for this poem, and its sale was instantaneous , 
and immense. The first edition was immediately 
exhausted ; in a few days a second was issued ; in a 
few days more a third* and by the IGtli of August 
the fifth edition was hurried through the press. As 
is the cose with popular writers* he had become his 
own rival* and critics were inclined to give the prer 
ference to his first poem; but with the public at 
large ive believe the Deserted Village has ever been 
the greatest favourite. Previous to its publication 
the bookseller gave him in advance a note for the 
price agreed upon* one hundred guineas. As the 
latter was returning home he met a friend to whom 
he mentioned the circumstance* and who apparently 
judging of poetry by quantity rather than quality* 
observed that it was a groat sum for so small a poem. 
** In truth*** said Goldsmith* I think so loo ; it is 
much more than the honest man con afford or the 
piece is worth, 1 have not been easy since i received 
it." In fact* he actually returned the note to the 
bookseller* and left it to him to graduate the payment 
according to the success of the work. The book- 
sell^* as may well be supposed* soon repaid him in 
full with many acknowledgments of his disin- 
^ terestedness. This anecdote has been called in 
question* we know not on what grounds ; we see 
nothing in it incompatible with the character of 
Goldsmith* who was very impulsive* and prone to 
acts of inconsiderate generosity. 

As we do not pretend in this summary memoir to 
go into a criticism or analysis of any of Goldsmith's 
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writings, wc shall not dwell upon the peculiar merits 
of this poem; we cannot help noticing, however, 
how truly it is a mirror of the author’s heart, and of 
all the fond pictures of early friends and early life 
for ever present there. It seems to us as if the very 
last accounts received from home, of his ** shattered 
family," and the desolation that seemed to have 
settled upon the haunts of his childhood, had cut 
lo the roots one feebly cherished hope, and pro- 
duced the following exquisitely tender and mourn- 
ful lines : 

** In all my wand'rini^B round this world of care. 

In all my griefs— and God has giv*n my share— 

1 still had hopes my latest hours to crown. 

Amid these humble bowers to lay me down ; 

To husband out life's tai)cr at the close, 

And keep the flame from wasting by repose ; 

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still, 

Amid the swains to show my book-lcam'd skill, 

Around my Are an ev'ning group to draw, 

And tell of all 1 felt and all I saw ; 

And as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue. 

Pants to the place tiom at flrst she flew ; 

1 still had hopes, my long rexationB past, 

Here to return— and die at home at 

How touchingly expressive are the succeeding 
lines, wrung from a heart which all the trials and 
temptations and buffetmgs of the world could not 
render worldly ; which, amid a thousand follies and 
errors of the head, still retained its childlike inno- 
cence ; and which, doomed to' struggle on to the 
lost amidst the din and turmoil of the metropolis^ 
had ever been cheating itself with a dream of rural 
quiet and seclusion : 
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Oh bless’d retirement ! friend to life’s decline, 
UctreatB from care, that never must he minCf 
How blest is he who crowns, in sliadcs like these, 
A youth of labour ^tb an age of case ; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations try, 
And, since ’tls hard to combat, learns to fly ! 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
£.\plore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
Nor surly porter stands, in guilty state. 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate ; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue’s Mend ; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay. 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 

And all his prospects brightening to the last. 

His heaven coniincnccs ere the world be past. 


NOTE. 

Tlic following article, wliich appeared in a London 
periodioal, shows the effect of Goldsmith's poem in 
renovating the fortunes of Lissoy, 

“About three miles from Ballymahon, a very 
central town in the sister kingdom, is the mansion 
and village of Auburn, so called by their present 
possessor. Captain Hogan. Through the taste and 
improvement of this gentleman, it is now a beauti- 
ful spot, although fifteen years since it presented a 
very bflttie and unpoetical aspect. This, however, 
was owing to a cause which serves strongly to cor- 
roborate the assertion, that Goldsmith hod this scene 
in view when he wrote his poem of • The Deserted 
Village.* The then possessor, General Napier, turned 
all his tenants out of their forms that he might in- 
close them in his own private domain. Littleton. 
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the mansion of the general, stands not far oif a com- 
plete emblem of the desolating spirit lamented by 
the poet, dilapidated and converted into a barrack. 

“ 'i'he chief object of attraction is Lissoy, once the 
parsonage house of Henry Goldsmitli, that brother 
to whom the poet dedicated his ‘ Traveller,* and who 
is represented as the village pastor, ‘ 

* Passing rich with forty pounds s year.' 

“ When I was in the country, the lower chambers 
were inhabited by pigs and sheep, and the drawing 
rooms by oats. Captain Hogan, however, has, 1 
believe, got it since into his possession, and has, of 
improved its condition. 

Though at lirst strongly inclined to dispute the 
i«lcntity of Auburn, Inssoy House overcame my 
scruples. As I clambered over the rotten gate, atid 
crossed the grass-grown lawn or court, the tide of 
association became too strong for casuistry : here the 
]»oct/ dwelt and WTote, and here his thoughts fondly 
recurred when composing his ‘ Traveller' in a foreign 
land. Yonder was the decent church, that literally 
* topped the neighbouring hill.* Before me lay the 
little hill of Knockrue, on wliieh he declares, in one 
of his letters, he had ratlicr sit with a book in hand 
than mingle in the proudest assemblies.- And, above 
all, startingly true, beneath my feet was 

' Yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 

And still where many a garden-ilewer grows wild.’ 

“A painJiiig from the life could not be more exact. 
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‘ Tlio stubborn currant-bush’ lifts its head above the 
rank grass, and the proud hollyhock flaunts where 
its sisters of the flower-knot are no more. 

“In the middle of the village stands the old 
* hawthorn-tree,’ built up with masonry to distin- 
guish and preserve it; it is old Qnd~8tunted, and 
suffers much from the depredations of post-chaise 
travellers, who generally stop to procure a twig. 
Opposite to it is the village alehouse, over the dooi 
(»f which swings ‘The Three Jolly Pigeons.’ With- 
in every tiling is arranged according to the letter. 

* Thfl irhitowaRli’d wall, the nicely -sanded floor, 

The Viiriiish’d clock that click’d behind the door : 

The chest, contrived a double debt to pay, 

A. bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 

The pictures placed for ornament and use. 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose.* 

“ Captain Hogan, I have heard, found great diffi- 
culty in obtaining ‘ the twelve good rules,’ but at 
length purchased them at some London bookstall to 
adorn the whitewashed parlour of ‘ The Three Joky 
Pigeons.’ However laudable this may be, nothing 
shook my faith in the reality of Auburn so much as 
this exactness, w'hich had the disagreeable air of 
being got up for the occasion. The last object of 
pilgrimage is the quandam habitation of the school- 
master, 

Tliere, in his noisy mansion, skill’d to rule.’ 

It is surrounded with fragrant proofs of identity in 
*The blossom’d fbire, unprofltably gay.’ 
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There is to be seen the chair of the poet, which 
fell into the hands of its present possessors at the 
wreck of the parsonage-house ; they have frequently 
refused large offers of purchase ; but more, 1 dare 
say, for the sake of drawing contributions from the 
curious than from any reverence for the bard. The 
chair is of oak, with back and seat of cane, which 
precluded all hopes of a secret drawer, like that lately 
discovered in Gay’s. There is no fear of its being 
worn out by the devout earnestness of sitters — as 
the cocks and hens have usurped undisputed posses- 
sion of it, and protest most clamourously against 
fill attempts to get it cleansed or to seat one’s self. 

“ The controversy concerning the identity of this 
Auburn was formerly a standing theme of discussion 
among the learned of the neighbourhood ; but, since 
the pros and cons have been all ascertained, the 
argument lias died away. Its abettors plead the 
singular agreement between the local history of the 
place and the Auburn of the poem, and the exact- 
ness with which the scenery of the one answers 
to the description of the other. To this is opposed 
the mention of the nightingale, 

* And fill’d each pause the nightingale had made 

there being no such bird in the island. The objec- 
tion is slighted, on the other hand, by considering 
the passage as a mere poetical licence. ' Besides/ 
say they, ' the robin is the Irish nightingale.’ And 
if it be hinted how unlikely it was that Goldsmith 
should have laid the scene in a place from which he 
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was and had been so long absenti the rejoinder is 
always, “Pray, sir, was Milton in hell when he 
built Pandemonium ?' 

“ The line is naturally drawn between ; there can 
be no doubt that the poet intended England by 

‘The land to hastening ills a prey, 

Where wealth accumulates and men decay.* 

But it is very natural to suppose that, at the same 
time, his imagination had in view the scenes of his 
youth, which give such strong features of resem- 
blance to the picture," 


Best, an Irish clergyman, told Davis, the traveller 
in America, that the hawthom-bush, mentioned in 
the poem was still remarkably large. “ I was ridiiig 
once,” said he, “with Brady, titular Bishop of 
Ardagh, when he observed to me ‘ Ma foy Best, this 
huge overgrown bush is mightily in the way, I will 
order it to be cut down.' — ‘What, sir!* replied I, 
‘cut down the bush that supplies so beautiful an 
image in “The Deserted Village ?’"—•* Ma foy!' 
exclaimed the bishop, ‘ is that the hawthom-bush ! 
Then let it be sacred from the edge of the axe, and 
evil be to him that should cut off a branch.' “ — ^The 
hawthom-bush, however, has long since been cut 
up, root and branch, iii furnishing relics to literary 
pilgrims. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

The Poet among the ladiea— description of his person and man- 
ncra.— Expedition to Paris with the ITomock family.— The 
traveller of twenty and the traveller of forty,— Ilickcy, the 
siiecial attorney.— An unlucky exploit. 

The Deserted Village had shed an additional poetic 
grace round the homely person of the author ; he was 
becoming more and mure acceptable in ladies' eyes, 
and finding himself more and more at ease in their 
society; at least in the society of those whom he 
met in the Reynolds circle, among whom he particu- 
larly affected the beautiful family of the Homecks. 

But let us see W'hat were really the looks and 
manners of Goldsmith about this time, and what 
right he had to aspire to ladies’ smiles ; and in so 
doing let us not take the sketches of Boswell and 
his compeers, who had a propensity to represent him 
in caricature ; but let us take the apparently truthful 
and discriminating picture of him as he appeared to 
Judge Day, when the latter was a student in the 
Temple. 

‘‘In person,” says the judge, "he was short; 
about five feet five or six inches ; strong, but not 
heavy in make; rather fair in complexion, with 
brown hair ; such, at least, as could be distinguished 
from his wig. His features were plain, but not re- 
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pulsivCj — certainly not eo when lighted up by con- 
versation. His manners were simple, natural, and 
perhaps on the whole, we may say, not polished ; at 
least without the refinement and good-breeding 
which the exquisite polish of his compositions would 
lead us to expect. He was always cheerful and 
animated, often, indeed, boisterous in his mirth; 
entered with spirit into convivial society; con- 
tributed largely to its enjoyments by solidity of 
information, and the naivete and originality of his 
character, talked often without premeditation, and 
laughed loudly without restraint.** 

This, it will be recollected, represents him as he 
appeared to a young Templar, who probably saw^ 
him only in Temple coffee-houses, at student's quar- 
ters, or at the jovial supper parties given at the 
poet’s own chambers ; here, of course, his mind was 
in its rough dress ; his laugh may have been loud, 
and his mirth boisterous; but we trust all these 
matters became softened and modified when lie 
found himself in polite drawing-rooms and in female 
society. 

But what say the ladies themselves of him ; and 
here, fortunately, we have another sketch of him, 
os he appeared at the time to one of the Horneck 
circle; in fact, we believe, to the Jessamy Bride 
herself. After admitting, apparently, with some 
reluctance, that ** he was a very plain man,** she 
goes on to say, •* but hod he been much more so, it 
was impossible not to love and respect his goodness 
of heart, which broke out on every occasion. His 
benevolence was unquestionable, and Ms cwmienancs 



Hints and Surmises. 


265 


bore every trctce of it : no one that knew him inti- 
mately could avoid admiring and loving his good 
qualities.” When to all this we add the idea of 
intellectual delicacy and refinement associated with 
him by his poetry and the ncwly-pluckcd bays that 
were flourishing round his brow, avc cannot be sur- 
prised that fine and fashionable ladies should be 
proud of his attentions, and that even a young 
beauty should not be altogether displeased with the 
thoughts of having a man of his genius in her 
chains. 

AVc arc led to indulge some notions of the kind 
from finding him in the month of July, but a few 
weeks after the publication of the Deserted Village, 
setting off on a six weeks* excursion to Paris, in 
company with Mrs, Horneck and her two beautiful 
daughters. A day or two before his departure, we 
find another new gala suit charged to him on the 
books of Mr. William Filby. Were the bright eyes 
of the JcBsamy Bride responsible for this additional 
extravagance of wardrobe ? Goldsmith had recently 
been editing the works of Parnell ; ' had he taken 
courage from the example of Edwin in the Fairy 
tale? — 


** Yet spite of all tbat nature did 
To make his uncemth fonn forbid. 

This creature dared to love. 

Ho felt the force of Kditti’s eyes, 

Nor wanted hope to gain the prize 
CbuM tadiea look witAin— 

All tliia we throw out as mere hints aiid surmises 
leaving it to our readers to draw their own Couclu- 
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bions. It ‘will be found, however, that the poet was 
subjected to shrewd bantering among his contem- 
poraries about the beautiful Mary Horneck, and 
iliat he Was extremely sensitive on the subject. 

It was in the month of June that he sot out for 
Paris with his fair companions, and the following 
letter was written by him to Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
soon after the party landed at Calais : 

“My dear Feiend, 

“We had a very quick passage from Dover to 
Calais, which we performed in three hours and 
twenty minutes, all of us, extremely sea-sick, which 
must necessarily have happened, as my machine 'to 
prevent sea-sickness was not completed. We were 
glad to leave Dover, because we hated to be imposed 
upon ; so were in high spirits at coming to Calais,^ 
where wc were told that a little money would go a 
great way. 

“ Upon landing, with two little trunks, which was 
all we carried with us, we were surpised to see four- 
teen or fifteen fellows all running down to the ship 
to lay their hands upon them ; four got under each 
trunk, the rest surrounded and held the hasps ; and 
in this manner our little baggage was conducted with 
a kind of funeral solemnity, till it was safely lodged 
at the custom-house. We were well enough pleased 
with the people's civility till they come to be paid ; 
every creature that had the happiness of but touch- 
ing our trunks with their finger expected sixpence ; 
and they had so pretty and civil a manner of de- 
manding it, that there was no refusing them. 
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“ When we had done with the poitcrs, we had 
next to speak with the custom-house officers, who 
had their their pretty civil way too. We were 
directed to the Hotel d’ Angletcrre, whore a valet-de- 
place canic to offer his service, and spoke to me ten 
ininutes before I once found out that ho was speaking 
English. We had no occasion for his services, so 
we gave him a little money because he spoke En- 
glish, and because he wanted it. I cannot help 
mentioning another circumstance : 1 bought a new 
riband for my wig at Canterbury, and the barber at 
Calais broke it in order to gain sixpence by buying 
me a new one.** 

An incident which occurred in the course of tliis 
tour has been tortured by that literary magpie, Bos- 
well, into a proof of Goldsmith's absurd jealousy of 
any admiration shown to others in his presence. 
\\Tiile stopping at a hotel in Lisle, they w'ere drawn 
to the windows by a military parade in front. The 
extreme beauty of the Miss Homccks immediately 
attracted the attention of the officers, who broke 
forth with enthusiastic speeches and compliments 
intended for their ears. Goldsmith was amused for 
a while, but at length affected impatience at tliis ex- 
clusive admiration of his beautiM companions, and 
exclaimed, with mock severity of aspect, “ Elsewhere 
1 also would have my admirers.*' 

It is difficult to conceive the obtuseness of intel- 
lect necessary to misconstrue so obvious a piec<fof 
mock petulance and dry humour into an instance, ol 
mollified vanity and jealous self-conceit. 



288 


Olivkh Goli>smitu. 


Goldsmith jealous of the admiration of a group of 
gay officers for the charms of two beautiful young 
women ! This even out-Boswells Boswell ; yet this 
is but one of several similar absurditLcs, evidently 
misconceptions of Goldsmith’s peculiar vein of hu- 
mour, by which the charge of envious jealousy has 
been attempted to be fixed upon him. In the present 
instance it was contradicted by one of the ladies 
herself, who was annoyed that it had been advanced 
against him. am sure,” said she, “from the 
peculiar manner of his humour, and assumed frown 
of countenance, what was often uttered in jest was 
mistaken, by those who did not know him, for 
earnest.” No one was more prone to err on this 
point than Boswell. He had a tolerable perception 
of wit, but none of humour. 

The following letter to Sir Joshua Reynolds was 
subsequently written : 

“ To Sir Joshua Reynolds, 

“ Paris, July 20, (1770.) 

“ Mt Dbab Feibnd,— 'I began a long letter to you 
from lisle, giving a description of all that we hud 
done and seen, but, finding it very dull, and knov«ring 
that you would show it again, 1 threw it aside and 
it was lost. You see by the top of this letter that 
wo are at Paris, and (as I have oft^n heard you say) 
we have brougfht our own amusement with us, for 
liie ladies not seem to be very fond of what ^^'e 
have y^ seen. 

“ Wi0i ^gard to myseU; I find tlmt travelling at 
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twenty and forty nrp rery different things. I s(‘t out 
with all my confirmed habits about me, and can find 
nothing on the Continent so good as when I formerly 
h*tt it. One of our chief amusements here is scold- 
ing at everything we meet with, and praising every- 
thing and ev^ry person we left at home. You may 
judge, therefore, whether yourname is not frequently 
bandied at table among us. To tell you the truth 1 
never thought I could regret your absence so much 
as our various mortificationB on the road have often 
taught me to do. I could tell you of disasters and 
adventures without number ; of our lying in bams, 
and of my being half poisoned with a dish of green 
peas ; of our quarrelling with postillions, and being 
cheated by our landladies ; but I reserve all this for 
a happy hour which I expect to share with you upon 
my return. 

** I have little to tell you more but that we are at 
present all well, and expect returning 'W'hen we have 
stayed out one month, which I did not care if it were 
over this very day, I long to hear from you all, how 
you yourself do, how Johnson, Burke, Dyer, Chn- 
mier, Colman, and every one of the club do. I wish 
1 could send you some amusement in this letter, but 
1 protest 1 am so stupified by the air of this country 
(for 1 am sure it cannot be iiatural) that I have not 
a word to say. I have been thinking of the plot of 
a comedy, which' shall be entitled A Journey to 
Paris, in which a family shall bo introduced with a' 
full intention of going to France to save money. Yo\P' 
know there is not a place in the world more promiso 
ing.for that purpose. As for the meat of this country, 
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I can scarce eat it ; and, though we pay tvro good 
shillings a head for our dinner, I find it all so tough 
that 1 have spent less time with my knife than my 
picktooth. 1 said this as a good thing at the table, 
but it was not understood. 1 believe it to be a good 
thing. 

“ As for our intended journey to Devonshi^ I 
find it out of my pow'er to perform it ; for, as«soon 
as 1 arrive at Dover, 1 intend to let the ladies gOb on, 
and I will take a country lodging somewhere near 
that place in order to do some business. I have so 
outrun the constable that I must- mortify a little to 
bring it up again. For God's sake, the night you 
receive this, take your pen in your hand and tell me 
something about yourself and myself, if you know 
anything that has happened. About Miss Reynolds, 
about Mr. Bickerstaff, my nephew, or anybody that 
you regard. I beg you tviU send to Griffin the 
bookseller to know if ^ere be any letters left for me, 
and be so good as to send them to me at Paris. They 
may perhaps be left for me at the Porter's Lodge, op- 
posite the pump in Temple Lane. The same mes- 
senger will do. 1 expet one from Lord Clare from 
Ireland. As for the others, I am not much uneasy 
about. 

** Is tliere anything 1 can do for you at Paris ? 1 
wish you would tell me. The whole of my own 
purchases here is one silk coat, which I have put on, 
and which makes me look like a fool. But no more 
*of that. I find that Colman has gained his lawsuit. 
1 am glad of it. I suppose you often meet. I will 
iiion bo among you, hotter pleased with my rftuation 
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at home than I ever was before. And yet I must 
say, that if anything could make France pleasant, 
the very good women with whom 1 am at present 
would certainly do it. I could say more about 
that, but 1 intend showing them the letter before 1 
send it away. What signifies teazing you longer 
with moral observations, when the business of my 
writing is over > I have one thing only more to say, 
and of that I think every hour in the day, namely 
that I am your most sincere and most affectionate 
friend, 

** Oliver Goli>6M]Th. 

Direct to me at the Hotel de Danemarc, 

Rue Jacob, Fauxboorg St. Germains.” 

A word of comment on this letter : 

Travelling is, indeed, a very different thing with 
Cioldsmith the poor student at twenty, and Gold- 
;mith the poet and professor at forty, At twenty, 
hough obliged to trudge on foot from town to town, 
nd country to country, paying for a supper and a 
ed by a tune on the flute, everything pleased, every- 
^ing was good a trnclile bed in a garret was a 
3uch of down, and t&en^ely fare of the peasant 
feast fit for an epicure. Now, at forty, when he 
osts through the country in a carriage, with fair 
^dies by his side, everything goes wrong : he has to 
larrel with poatilliens, he is cheated by landladies, 
e hotels are baxns, the meat ia too tough to be 
ten, and he is half poisoned by gve^ peas ! A line 
his letter explains tlie secret: ** tl^ ladies do miC 
im to be very fond of what we have yet seen.*' 
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** One of our chief amusements is scUlding at ercry- 
thing wc meet urith, and praising everything and 
every person we have left at home !** The. true 
English travelling amusement. Poor Goldsmith ! 
he has “ all his cofifirmed habits about liim that 
is to say, he has recently risen into high life, and 
acquired high-bred notions; he must be fastidious 
like his fellow-travellers; he dare not be pleased 
with what pleased the vulgar tastes of his youth. 
He is unconsciously illustrating the trait so humour- 
ously satirized by him in Bill Tibbs, the shabby 
beau, who con find “ no such dressing as he had at 
Lord Crump's or Lady Crimp's;" whoso very 
senses have grown genteel, and who no longer 
** 8^|icks at wretched wine or praises detestable cus- 
tard." lurking thorn, too, is worrying him 
throughout this tour; he has ** outrun the con- 
stable that is to say, his expenses have outrun his 
means, and he will have to make up for this butter- 
fly flight by tolling like a grub on his return. 

Another circumstance contributes to xuot the plea, 
sure he had promised himself in this^kcursion. At 
Paris the party is unexpectedly joined^ by a Mr. 
Hickey, a bustling attorney, who is weU acquainted 
with that metropolis and its environs, and insists on 
playing the cicerone on all occasions. He and Gold- 
smith do not relish each other, and they have several 
petty altercations. The lawyer is too much a man 
of business' and method for the careless ippet, and 
is disposed to manage everything. He has perceived 
Ooldsnuth's whimsical peculiarities without properly 
appreciating his merits, and is prone to indulge in 
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broad bantering and raillery at his expense, particu> 
larly irksome if indulged in presence of the ladies, 
lie makes himself merry on liis return to England, 
by giving the following anecdote as illustrative of 
Goldsmith’s vanity : 

“Being with a party at Versailles, viewing the 
water-works, a question arose among the gentlemen 
present, whether the distance from whence they 
stood to one of the little islands was within the com- 
pass of a leap. Goldsmith maintained the affirma- 
tive; but, being bantered on the subject, and 
remembering his former prowess as a youth, at- 
tempted tlie leap, but, falling short, descended into 
the water, to the great amusement of the com- 
pany.” 

Was the Jessamy Bride a witness to this unlucky 
exploit ? 

This same Hickey is the one of whom Goldsmith, 
some time subsequently, gave a good-humouretl 
sketch, in his poem of “The BetuUation.” 


** Here Hickey redines, a most blunt, pleasant creature, 
And Blander itself must allow him i^uocl nature ; 

He cherish’d his Mend, and he relish’d a bumper, 

Yet one fault be had, and that one was a tliumpvr. 
Perhaps you may ask if the man.was a miser ; 

1 answer No, no, for he always was wiser ; 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat, 

Hia vSry worst fbe can't accuse him of that; 

Perhaps he confided in men as 

And so was too foolishly honestt Ah, no 1 

Then what was hia Csiling T Come, tell It, and bum ye— 

He was, could he help it t a special attorney.” 

One of the few remarks extant made bv Gold* 
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smith during his tour is the fbllowingi of whimsical 
import, in his ** Animated Nature." 

“In going through the towns of France, some 
time since, I could not help observing how much 
plainer their parrots spoke than ours, and how very 
distinctly I understood their parrots speak French, 
when I couldmot understand our own, though they 
spoke my native language. I at first ascribed it to 
the different qualities of the two languages, and was 
ftir entering .into an claboxato- discussion on the 
vowels and consonants ; but a friend that was with 
me solved the difficulty at once, by assuring me that 
the French women scarce did anything else the 
whole day than sit and instruct their feathered 
pupils ; and that the birds were thus distinct in their 
U ssons in consequence of continual schooling.*’ 

His tour does not seem to have left in his memory 
the most fragrant recollections; for, being asked, 
after his return, whether travelling on the Continent 
icpaid “An Englishman for the privations and an- 
noyances attendant on it," he replied, “ I recom- 
mend it by aU means to the sick, if they are without 
the sense of smelUng^ and to the poor, if they are 
without the sense oi feeling; and to both if they can 
discharge from their minds all idea of what in 
England we term comfort." 

It is needless to say that the universal improve- 
ment in the art of living on the Continent has at 
the present day taken away the force of Goldsmith's 
reply, though even at the time it was more humour- 
ous tj^an oomet. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

/)!•:) th of Goicbinith’a mother.— Biography of Pamull. '•Agree' 
tnont with DavicH for the History of Uuiuo.—Life of Boling' 
biokc. - The huuneh of venison. 

On his return to England, Goldsmith received the 
melancholy tidings of the death of his mother. 
Notwithstanding the fame as an author to which he 
liad attained, she seems to have been disappointed 
in her early expectations from him. Like others of 
his family, she had been more vexed by his early 
follies than pleased by his proofs of genius ; and iu 
subsequent years, when he had risen to fame and to 
intercourse with the great, had been annoyed at the 
ignorance of the world and w*ant of management, 
which prevented him from pushing liis fortune. He 
had always, however, been an affectionate son, and 
in the latter years of her life, when she had become 
blind, contributed from his precarious resources to 
prevent her from feeling want. 

He now resumed the labours of the pem, which 
his recent excursion to Paris rendered doubly ne- 
cessary. We should have mentioned a Life of 
Parnell, published by him shortly after the Deserted 
Village. It was, as usual, a piece of job-work, 
hastily got up for pocket-money. Johnson spoke 
slightingly of it, and the author, himself, thought 
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proper to apologize for its meagerness; yet, in so 
doing, used a simile, which for beauty of imagery 
and felicity of language, is enough of itself to stamp 
a value upon the essay. 

“Such,” says he, “is the very unpoetical detail 
of the life of a poet. Some dates and some few 
facts, scarcely more interesting than those that make 
the ornaments of a country tombstone, are all that 
remain of one whose labours now begin to excite 
universal curiosity. A poet, while living, is seldom 
an object aufficieiitly great to attract much attention ; 
his real merits are known but to a few, and these arc 
generally sparing in their praises. When his fame 
is increased by time, it is then too late to investigate 
the peculiarities of his disposition ; the, d&vos of morn- 
ing are past^ and toe vainly try to ermtinue the chase hy 
the meridian ^lendour** 

lie now entered into an agreement with Davies, 
to prepare an abridgment in one volume duodecimo, 
ot his History of Rome ; but first to write a work 
for which there was a more immediate demand. 
Davies was about to republish Lord Bolingbroke’s 
Dissertation onPartieSf which he conceived would be 
exceedingly applicable to the affairs of the day, and 
make a probable hit during the existing state of 
violent political excitement; to give it still greater 
effect and currency he engaged Goldsmltli to intro- 
duce it with a prefatory life of Lord Bolingbroke. 

About this time Goldsmith’B friend and country- 
man, Lord Clare, was in great affliction, caused by 
the death of his only son, Colonel Nugent, and stood 
ill need of the sympathies of a kind-hearted fhend. 
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At his request, therefore, Goldsmith paid him a vibit 
at his noble scat oi Gosford, taking his tasks with 
him, Davies was in a worry lest Gosford Park 
sliould prove a Caqua to the poet, and the time be 
lost. ** Dr. Goldsmith," writes he to a friend, ** has 
gone with Lord Clare into the country, and I am 
plagued to get the proofs from him of the Life o^ 
Lord Bolingbroke." The proofs, however, werj 
furnished in time for the publication of the work in 
December. The Biography, though written during 
a time of political turmoil, and introducing a work 
intended to be thrown into the arena of politics, 
maintained that freedom from party prejudice ob- 
servable in all the writings of Goldsmith. It was* a 
selection of facts, drawn £rom many unreadable 
sources, and arranged into a clear, flowing narrative, 
illustrative of the career and character of one, who, 
as he intimates, ** seemed formed by nature to take 
delight in struggling with opposition ; whose most 
agreeable hours were passed in storms of his own 
creating ; whose life wjis spent in a continual con- 
flict of ‘politics and as if that was too short for the 
combat, has left his memory as a subject of lasting 
contention.” The sura received by the author for 
this memoir, is supposed, from circumstances, to 
have been forty pounds. 

Goldsmith did not find the residence among the 
great unattended with morUfications. He had now 
become accustomed to be regarded in Loudon as a 
literary lion, and was annoyed, at what he considered 
a slight, on the part of Lord Camden, ilo com- 
plained of it on his/ return to town it a p;*rt\' of his 
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friends. “I met him/* said he, “at Li>rd Clare's 
house in tlie country ; and he took no more notit-e 
of me than if I hod been an ordinary man.” “ The 
company/' says Boswell, “ laughed heartily at this 
piece of ‘diverting simplicity/** And foremost 
among the laughers was doubtless the rattle-pated 
Boswell. Johnson, however, stepped forward, as 
usual, to defend the poet, whom he would allow no 
one to assail but himself ; perhaps in the present in- 
stance he thought the dignity of literature itself in- 
volved in this question. “ Nay, gentlemen,” roared 
he, “ Dr. Goldsmith is in the right. A nobleman 
ought to have made up to such a man as Goldsmith, 
and I think it is much against Lord Camden tliat he 
neglected him,” 

After Goldsmith's return to town he received from 
Lord Clare a present of game, which lie has cele- 
brated and per^ietuated in his amusing verses en- 
titled the ‘ Haunch of Venison.” Some of the lines 
pleasantly set forth the embarrassment caused by 
the appearance of such an aristocratic delicacy in the 
humble kitchen of a poet, accustomed to look up to 
mutton as a treat : 

“ Thanks, my lord, lor your venison ; for finer or latter 
Never rang’d in a forest, or smok’d in a platter : 

The haunoh was a iiicture for painters to study, 

Thofiit was so white, and the lean was so ruddy ; 

Though my atomaoh was ifiiarp, 1 could scarce help regretting 
To spoil such a delicate picture by eating : 

I hod thought jU my chambers ttrplace it in view. 

To be shown to my flriends as a piece of virtu ; 

As in some Irish houses where things are so-so, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show ; 
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nut, for catini; a rather, of what they take pride in. 

They'd us soon think of eating the pan it was fry’d in. 

But hang it— to poets, who seldom can eat, 

' Your very good mutton's a very good treat ; 

Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt ; 

H's like senditi^ them when wanting a shirt.** 

We have an amusing anecdote of one of Gold- 
.smith's blunders which took place on a subsequent 
visit to Lord Glare's when that nobleman was resid- 
ing in Bath. 

Lord Clare and the Duke of Northumberland had 
houses next to each other, of similar architecture, 
lieturning home one morning from an early walk. 
Goldsmith, in one of his frequent fits of absents, 
mistook the house, and walked up into the duke's 
dining-room, where he and the duchess were about 
to sit down to breakfast. Goldsmith, still supposing 
himself in the house of Lord Clare, and that they 
wore visitors, .made them an easy salutation, being 
acquainted with them, and threw himself on a sofa 
in the l ounging manner of a man perfectly at home. 
The ^ duke and duchess soon perceived his mistake, 
and, while they smiled internally endeavoured, with 
the considerateness of well-bred people, to prevent 
any awkward embarrassment. They accordingly 
chattered sociably with him about matters in Bath, 
until, breakfast being served, they invited him to 
partake, truth at once flashed upon poor heed- 
less Goldsmith; hestartedupfirom his free-and-easy 
position, made a confused apology for his blunder, 
and would have retired yierfectly disconcerted, had 
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uot the duke and duchess treated the whole as a 
lucky occurTencc to throw him in their way, and 
exacted a promise from him to dine with them. 

This may be liung up as a companion -piece to 
his blunder on his first visit to Northumberland 
House. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

Dinner nt the Koyol Academy. ~ The Rowley oontroYN^y.^ 
Iforaco Walpole's condaetto Chatterton. — Jolinson at Re^liffe 
Church.— Goldsmith's History of England.— Davies's criticism. 
—Letter to Bcnnct Langton. 

On St George's day of this year (1771), the first 
annual banquet of the Royal Academy was held in 
the exhibition room ; the walls of which were 
coyered with works of art, about to be submitted to 
public inspection. Sir Joshua Reynolds, who first 
suggested this elegant festival, presided in his official 
character; Drs. Johnson and Goldsmith, of course, 
W'cre present, as professors of the academy ; and, 
beside the academicians, there was a large number 
of the most distinguished men of the day as guests. 
Goldsmith on this occasion drew on himself the 
'Attention of the company by launching out with 
enthusiasm on the poems recently given to the world 
by Chatterton, as the works of an ancient author by 
the name of Rowley, discovered in the tower of 
Rcdclifie Church, at Bristol. Goldsmith spoke of 
them with rapture, as a treasure of old English 
poetry. This immediately raised the question of 
their authentibity ; they having been pronounced a 
forgery of Chatterton’e. Goldsmith was warm for 
their being genuine. When he considered, he said. 
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the merit of the poetry» the acquaintance with life 
and the human heart displayed in them, the antique 
quaintness of the language and the familiar know- 
ledge of historical events of their supposed day, he 
could not believe it possible thefy could be the work 
of a boy of sixteen, of narrow education, and con- 
iined to the duties of an attomey^s office. They 
must be tlie productions of Kowley. 

Johnson, who was a stout unbeliever in Kowley, 
as he had been in Ossian, rolled in his chair and 
laughed at the enthusiasm of Goldsmith. Horace 
Walpole, who sat near by, joined in the laugh and 
jeer as soon as he found ^at the trouvailley' as 
he called it, ** of hiafiimd Chatterton*' was in ques- 
tion. This matter, 'which had excited the simple ad- 
miration of Goldsmith was qo novelty to him, he 
said. <<He might, had he pleased, have had the 
honour of ushering the great discovery to the learned 
w'orld." And so he might, had he followed his first 
impulse in the matter, for he himself had been an 
original believer; had pronounced some specimen 
verses sent to him by Chatterton wonderful for their 
harmony and spirit; and had been ready to print 
them and publish them to the world with his sanc- 
tion. When he found, however,, that his unknoun 
correspondent 'was a mere boy, humble in sphere and 
indigent in circumstances, and when.Gray and Mason 
pronounced the poems forgeries, he had Changed his 
whole conduct towards the unfortunate author, and 
ny his neglect and coldness, had dashed all his 
sanguine hopes to the ground. 

Exulting in his superior discernment, this cold- 
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hearted man of society now went on to divert himself 
as he says, with the credulity of Goldsmith, whom 
he was accustomed to pronounce ** an inspired idiot 
1}ut his mirth was soon dashed, for on asking the 
poet what had become of this Chatterton, he was 
answered, doubtless in the feeling tone of ont who 
had experienced the pangs of desponding genius, tliat 
“he had been to London, and had destroyed him- 
self.” 

The reply struck a pang of self-reproach even to 
the cold heart of Walpole ; a faint blush may have 
visited his check at his recent levity. “ The persons 
of honour and veracity who were i>rescnt,’* said he, 
in after years, when he found it necessary to excul- 
pate himself firom the chkrge of heartless neglet of 
genius, ” will attest with what surprise and concern 
I thus first heard of his death.” Well might he 
feel concern. His cold neglect 'had doubtless con- 
tributed to madden the spirit of tliat youthful 
genius, and hurry him towards his untimely end; 
nor have all the excuses and paliations of Walpole's 
friends and admirers been ever able entirely to clear 
this stigma from his fame. 

But what was there in the enthusiasm and credu- 
lity of honest Goldsmith in this matter, to subject 
him -to the laugh of Johnson or the raillery of Wal- 
pole ? Granting the poems were not ancient, were 
they not good ? Granting they were not the pro- 
ductions of Eowley, were they the less admirable for 
being the productions of Chattertem ^ Jolinsot: him- 
self testified to their merits ahd the genius df th^ 
composer, when, some years afterw arda, he visited 
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the tower of lledclifTc Church, and was ^Iiowti the 
coffer in wliich poor Chatterton had pretended to 
find them. “This/’ said ho, “ is the most extraor- 
dinary young man that has encountered my know- 
ledge. It is wonderful how the whelp has written suvh 
things*' 

As to Goldsmith, he persisted in his credulity, and 
had subsequently a dispute with Dr. Percy on the 
subject, which interrupted and almost destroyed their 
friendship. After all, his enthusiasm was of a gener- 
ous, poetic kind ; the poems remain beautiful monu- 
ments of genius, and it is even now difficult to 
persuade one’s self that they could be entirely the 
productions of a youth of sixteen. 

In the month of August, was published anony- 
mously the Histbry of England, on which Goldsmith 
had been for some time employed. It was in four 
volumes, compiled chiefly, as he acknowledged in 
the prefape, from Eapin, Carle, Smollett, and Hume, 
“ each of whom,* says he, “ have their admirers, 
in proportion as the reader is studious of political 
antiquities, fond of minute anecdote, a warm partisan, 
or a deliberate reasoner.” It possessed the same 
kind of merit as his other historical compilations ; a 
clear, succinct narrative, a simple, easy, and graceful 
style, and an agreeable arrangement of facts ; but 
was not remarkable for either depth of observation 
or minute accuracy of research. Many passages 
were transferred , with little if any alteration, from 
his ** Letters from a Nobleman to his Son** on the 
same subject. The work, though written without 
ikvrty feeling, met with sharp animadversions from 
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political Bcribblers. The writer was charged witli 
iM'ing unfriendly to liberty, dibijosed to elevate 
nn.narchy above its proper sphere ; a tool of minis* 
tors ; caie who would betray his country for a pension. 
Tom Davies, the publisher, the pompous little biblio- 
l)ole of Kusscll-street, alarmed le^t the book should 
prove unsaleable, undertook to protect it by his pen, 
.Old wrote a long article in its defence in “I'luj 
Public Advertiser." He was vain of his critical 
effusion, and sought by nods and winks and inuen- 
does to intimate his authorship. “Have you seen," 
said he iu a letter ‘to a friend, “‘An Impartial 
Account of Goldsmith's History of England ?' If 
you want to know who was the writer of it, you will 
find him in Russell-strect ; — hut mwwj/" 

'I'he history, on the whole, however, was well 
received ; some of the critics declared that English 
Idstory had never before been so usefully, so ele- 
gantly, and agreeably epitomized, “and, like his 
other historical writings, it has kept its ground" iu 
English literature. 

Goldsmith had intended this summer, in company 
with Sir Joshua Reynolds, to pay a visit to Bennct 
Langton, at his seat in Lincolnshire, where he was 
settled in domestic life, having the year previoiusly 
married the Countess Dowager of Rothes. The 
following letter, however, dated from bis chambers 
m the Temple, on’ the 7th of September, apologizes 
for putting off the visit, while it gives an amusing 
a (-count of his summer occupations and of the attacks 
of the critics on his History of England . 
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** My DKAit Sir, 

“ Since I had the pleasure of seeing you bust, 1 
have been almost wholly in the country at a fanner’s 
house, quite alone, trying to write a co^pedy. It is 
now finished ; but when or how it will be acted, or 
■whether it wdll b» acted at all, are questions 1 cannot 
resolve. 1 am therefore so much employed upon 
that, that I am under the necessity of putting ofl 
my intended visit to Jaiicolnshirc for this season. 
Reynolds is just returned from Paris, and finds him- 
self now in the case of a truant that must make up 
for his idle time by diligence. AVc have therefore 
agreed to postpone our journey till next summer, 
when we hope to have the honour of waiting’ upon 
Lady Rothes and you, and staying double the time 
of our late intended visit. We often meet, and never 
without remembering you. 1 see Mr. Rcauclerc 
very often both in town and country. He is now 
going directly forward to become a second Boyle : 
deep in chemistry and physics. Johnson has been 
clown on a visit to a country parson, Doctor Taylor ; 
and is returned to his old haunts at Mrs. ThraleV. 
Burke is a farmer, en attendant a better plaee ; but 
visiting about too. Every soul is visiting about and 
merry but myself. And that is hard too, as I have 
been trying tliese three months to do something to 
make people laugh. There have I been strolling 
about the hedges, studying jests with a most tragical 
countenance. The Natuial History is about half 
finished, and I will shortly finish the rest. God 
knows I am tired of this Idnd of finishing, which is 
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but bungling work ; and that not so much my fault 
iis tljo fault of my scurxy circumstances. They bc- 
cin to talk in town of the Opposition’s gaining 
t'rour.d ; the cry of liberty is still as loud as ever. 
I have published, or Davies has published for me, an 
Abndgnwnt of the History of England, for which I 
liave been a good deal abused in the newspapers, for 
betraying the liberties of the people. God knows I 
Lad no thought for or against liberty in my head ; 
my whole aim being to make up a book of a decent 
size, that, as ’Stiuire lliehard says, would do no hmm 
to nobody. However, they set mo down as an arrant 
Tory, and consequently an honest man. When you 
come to look at any part of it, you’ll say that I am 
n sore Wig. God bless you, and with my most re- 
spectful compliments to her Ladyship, I remain, dear 
Sir, your most affectionate humble servant, 

‘OlIVKR iioLOSMITn. 
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CMIAPTEK XXXII. 

Mamagc of Comedy.-— Goldbiuith at liarton. — Practical 

jokcH lit the expense of his toilet. — ^musements at Barton.— 
Aquatic misadventure. 

Though Goldsmith found it impossible to break from 
his literary occupations to visit Bennet Langton, in 
Lincolnshire, he soon yielded to attractions^ from 
another quarter, in which somewhat of sentiment may 
have mingled. Miss Catherine Ifomeck one of his 
beautiful fellow-travellers, .otUeiXv'ise called Little 
Comedy^ liad been married ^^August to Henry 
William Bunbury, Esq., a'^gektleman of fortune, 
who has become celebrated for the humourous pro- 
ductions of his pencil. Goldsmitli was shortly after- 
wards 'invited to pay the newly married couple a 
visit at their seat, at ^arton, in Suffolk. Howeould 
he resist such an invitation— especially as the Jessamy 
Bride would, of^jj^urse, be among the guests ? It is 
true, he was hampered with work ; he was still more 
hampered with debt ; his accounts with, Newbery 
were perplexed ; hut all must give w'ay. New ad- 
vances arc procured from Newbery, on the promise 
of a new tale in the style of the Vicar of Wakefield, 
of which > e showed him a few roughly-sketched 
chapters ; so, his purse replenished in the old way. 
bj' hook dr by cr(»ok,’* he posted off to vUit tb 
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bride at Barton. lie found there a joyous household, 
and one where he was welcomed with affection. 
( iarrick was there, and played the part of master of 
tlie revels, for he was an intimate friend of the mas- 
ter of the house. Notwithstanding early misunder- 
standings, a social intercourse between the actor and 
the poet had grown up of late, from meeting to- 
other continually in the same circle. A few parti- 
culars have reached us concerning Goldsmith while 
on this happy visit. We believe the legend has 
[•ome down from Miss Mary llorneck herself. 
'• While at Barton," she says, “his manners were 
ilways playful and amusing, taking the lead in pro- 
noting any scheme of innocent mirth, and usually 
irefacing the invitation with ‘Como, now, let us 
day the fool a little.' At cards, which was com- 
nonly a round game, and the stake small, lie was 
Iways the most noisy, affected great eagerness to 
rin, and teased his opponents of the gentler sex 
irith continual jest and banter on their want of spirit 
1 not risking the hazards of the game. But one of 
is most favourite enjoyments was to romp with the 
’lildrcn, when he threw off all reserve, and seemed 
lie of the most joyous of the group. 

** One of the means, by which he amused us was 
is songSt chiefly of the comic kind, which were 
mg with some taste and humour : several, I believe, 
ere of his own composition, and I regret that X 
dther have copies, which might have been readily 
ocured from him at the time nor do I remember 
eir names.’* 

His perfect good humour made him the object 
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tricks of all kimls ; often in retaliation of some 
prank which hf himself hiul i)laycLl off. ITnluckily, 
these tricks were som(*times made at the expense of 
his toilet, which, with a view peradventuro to please 
the eye of a certain fair lady, he had again enriched 
to the impoverishment of his purse. “ Being at all 
times gay in his dress,*’ says this ladylike legend, 
“he made his appearance at the breakfast- table in a 
smart black silk coat with an expensive pair of ruffles; 
the coat some one contrived to soil, and it was sent 
to he cleansed ; but, cither by accident, or probably 
by di'sigii, the day after it came liomc, the sleeves 
became daubed with paint, which was not discovenjd 
until the ruffles also, to his great moitificatioii, were 
irrotiievably disfigured. 

“ !!(' always wore a wig, a peculiarity which those 
who judge of his appearance only from the line 
l>')('tical head of Reynolds would not suspect ; and 
on one occasion some person contrived seriously to 
injure this important adjunct to dress. It was the 
only one he had in the country, and the misfortune 
scojnod irreparable until the services of Mr. Bun- 
bury’s valet were called in, w'ho, how'ever, performed 
liis functions so indifferently, that poor (Joldsmith’s 
appearance became the signal for a general smile. 

This was wicked waggery, especially when it was 
directed to mar all the attempts of the unfortunate 
poet to improve his personal appearance, about 
which he was at all times dubiniibly sensitive, and 
particularly when among the ladies. 

Wc have in a former chapter recorded his un- 
lucky tumble into a fountain at Versaill w'hen 
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.attempting a VMt ol’ ngU'iiy in pTOsonee nf llie fjtir 
lloriiecks. Water wjis ilestuiod to be e(iii.ji'\ b iin'- 
ful to him on the prc'*ent occasion. “ Some (r.ifr-r- 
ence of opinion,” say^ the fair narrator, “h:ning 
arisen with Lord Harrington respecting the dcj'lli 
of a pond, the poet remarked that it w^as not so deep 
but that, if any thing valuable was to be found at 
the bottom, he would not hesitate to pick it up. 
His lordship, after some banter, threw in a guinea ; 
( loldsraith, not to be outdone in this kind of bravado, 
in attempting to fulfil his promise without getting 
wet, aceideiitully fell in, to the amusement of all 
present, but ]}ersevored, brought out the money, and 
kept it, remarking that he liad abundant objects on 
whom to bestow any further proofs of his lordship's 
whim or bounty.” 

All this is recorded by the beautiful Mary Hor- 
neek, the Jessaiiiy Ibide herself; but while site 
gives these amusing i»icturcs of poor Goldsmith's 
eccentricitios, and ot the mischievous pranks played 
j)tr upon him, she hears uiuiualified testimony, which 
w'e have quoted cl?.ev\here, to the qualities of his 
head and heart, whitdi shone forth in his counten- 
atice, and gained him the love of all who knew him. 

Among the circumstances of this visit vaguely 
called to, mind by this fair lady in after years, was 
that Goldsmith read to her and lior sister the first 
])art of a novel w'hich he had in hand. It was 
doubtless the manuscript mentioned at the beginning 
of this chapter, on which he had obtained an ad- 
vance of moiK'v from Newbery to stave off some 
pressing <icbts, and to provide funds for this very 
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vi.sit. It never was finished. The bookseller, when 
Jio came afterwards to examine the manuscript, ob- 
j'-cted to it as a mere narrative version of the Good- 
Natured Man. Goldsmith, too easily put out of 
l oiicoit of his writings, threw it aside, forgetting 
that this was the very Newbery who kept his Vicar 
of Wakefield by him neaidy two years through 
<lonbts of its success. The loss of the manuscript 
is deeply to be regretted ; it doubtless would have 
been properly wrought up before given to the press, 
and might have given us new scenes in life and 
traits of character, while it could not fail to bear 
traces of his delightful style. What a pity he had 
not been guided by the opinions of his fair listeners 
at Barton, instead of that of tho astute Mr. Newbery I 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Dinner at General Ogletliorpc’s.— Anecdotes of the general.-^ 
Dispute about duelling. — Ghost stories. 

Wk have mentioned old General Oglethorpe as one 
of Goldsmith’s aristocratical acquaintances. Tliis 
veteran, born in 1698, had commenced life early, by 
serving, when a mere stripling, under Prince Eugene, 
against the Turks. He had continued in military 
life* and been promoted to the rank of major-general 
in 174/5, and received a command during the Scottish 
rebellion. Being of strong Jacobite tendencies, he 
was suspected and accused of favouring the rebels J 
and though acquitted by a court of inquiry, was 
never afterwards employed; or, in technical lan- 
guage, was shelved. He had since been repeatedly 
a member of parliament, and had always distin- 
guished himself by learning, taste, active benevo- 
lence, and high Tory principles. His name, however, 
has become historical, chiefly from his transactions 
in America, and the share he took in the settlement 
of the colony of Georgia. It lies embalmed in 
honourable immortality in a single lino of Pope's : 

“ One, driven by rtror^ befievolenee of soul. 

Snail fly, like Oglethorpe, fTom pole to pole.” 

Th#* veteran was now seventy-four years of age, 
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but healthy ciud vigorous, and as much the preux 
olievalicr us in liis youiicjor days, -wheu he served 
with Prince Eugene, His table was often the 
gathering-place of men of talent, Johnson was 
frequently there, and delighted in drawing from the 
general details of his various ** experiences.” He 
was anxious that ho should give the world his life. 
*'I know no man,” said he, “whoso life would be 
more intorcsting.*' Still the vivacity of the general’s 
mind and the variety of his knowledge made him 
skip from subject to subject too fast for the Lexico- 
grapher. “Oglethorpe,” growled he, “never com- 
pletes what he has to say.” 

Boswgll gives us an interesting and charactoristir* 
account of a dinner party at the generars, (April 
10th, 1722,) at which Goldsmith and Johnson were 
present. After dinner, when the cloth was removed, 
Oglethorpe, at Johnson's request, gave an account 
of the siege > of Bolgrade, in the true veteran style. 
Pouring a little wine upon the table, he drew his 
lines and Parallels with a wet finger, describing the 
positions of the opposing forces. “ Here were we— 
here were the Turks,” to all which Johnson listened 
witii the most earnest attention, poring over t'ne 
plans and diagrams with his usual purblind close- 
ness. 

In the course conversation the general gave an 
anecdote of himself in early life, when serving under 
Prince Eugene. Sitting at table once in company 
with a prince of Wurtemberg, the latter gave a fillip 
to a glass of wine, so as to make some of it 6^ irT 
'Iglcthorpe's face. 'Hie manner in whiih it was 
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w.is somewhat e^iivocal, Tfow was it to be 
taken by the striplmg officer? If seriously, he 
must challenge the prince ; but in so doing he might 
fix on himself the character of a draw'cansir. If 
passed over without notice, ho might be cliarged 
with cowardice, llis mind was made up in an in- 
stant. “ Prince,*' said he, smiling, “ that is an ex- 
cellent joke; but we do it much better in England." 
So saying, he threw a whole glass of wine in the 
prince’s face. ** II a bion faitt man prince cried an 
old general present, “t’crtw Vavez commence** (He 
has done right, my prince; you commenced it.) 
'riie prince had the good sense to acquiesce in the 
decision of the veteran, and Ogletliorpe's retort in 
kind was taken in good part. 

It was probably at the close of this story that the 
ofli cions Boswell, ever anxious to promote conversa- 
tion for the benefit of his note-book, started the 
question whether duelling were consistent -with 
moral duty. The old general fired up in an instant. 
“ Undoubtedly," said he, with a lofty air ; “ un- 
doubtedly a man has a right to defend his honour." 
Goldsmith immediately carried the war into Bos- 
well’s own quarters, and pinned him with the 
question, “what he would do if affronted?" The 
pliant Boswell, who for the moment had the fear .of 
the general rather than of Johnson before his eyes, 
replied, “he should think it necessary to fight" 
“Why, then, that solves the question," repMed 
Goldsmith. “ No, sir !*’ thundered out Johnson ; “ it 
does not follow that what am.an would do, is therefore 
right.** IIo, however. «ubsequoutIy went into a tUsouse- 
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Bton to show that there were necessities in the case 
arising out of the artificial refinement of society, 
and its proscription of any one who should put up 
with an affront without fighting a duel. “ He then,** 
concluded he, “ who fights a duel "docs not fight 
from passion against his antagonist, but out of self- 
defence, to avert the stigma of the world, and to 
prevent himself from being driven out of society. I 
could wish there were not that superfluity of refine- 
ment but while such notions prevail, no doubt a 
man may lawfully fight a duel.** 

Another question started was, whether people who 
disagreed on a capital point could live together in 
friendship. Johnson said they might. Goldsmith 
said they could not, as they had not the id^mvelle 
atque idem voile — the same likings and aversions. 
Johnson rejoined, that they must shun the subject 
on which they disagreed, ** But,* sir,’* said Gold- 
smith, “ when people live together who have some- 
thing as to which they disagree, and which they 
want to shun, they will be in the situation mentioned 
in the story of Blue Beard : *you may look into all 
the chambers but one;* but \ve should have the 
greatest inclination to look into that chamber, to 
i:ilk of that subject.** “ Sir,** thundered Johnson, 
in a loud voice, am not saying that you could 
live in friendship with a man from whom you differ 
as to some point; 1 am only saying that / could 
do it.** 

Wlio will not say that Goldsmith had not the 
host of this petty contest ? How just was his re- 
mark 2 h<nv felicitous the illustration of the blue 
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chamber ! how rude and overbearing was the argu- 
mentum ad homhiem of Johnson, when he felt that he 
had the worst of the argument ! 

The conversation turned upon ghosts. General 
Oglethorpe told the story of a Colonel Pendergast, 
an officer in the Duke of Marlborough’s army, wlio 
predicted among his comrades that he should die on 
a certain day. The battle of Malplaquet took place 
on that day. The colonel was in the midst of it, but 
came out unhurt. The firing had ceased, aiid his 
brother officers jested with him about the fallacy 
of his prediction. “ The day is not over,” replied 
he, gravely ; ** 1 shall die notwithstanding what you 
see.” ITU words proved true. The order for a 
cessiition of firing had not reached one of the French 
batteries, and a random shot from it killed the colonel 
on the spot. Among his effects was found a pocket- 
book ill which he had made a solemn entry, that Sir 
John Friend, who had been executed for high treason, 
had appeared ta him, cither in a dream or vision, 
and predicted that he would meet him on a certain 
day (the very day of the battle). Colonel Cecil, 
who took possession of the effects of Colonel Pen- 
dergast, and read the entry in the pocket-book, told 
this story to Pope, the poet, in the presence of 
General Oglethorpe. 

This story, as related by the general, appears to 
have been well received, if not credited, by both 
Johnson and Goldsmith, each of whom had some- 
thing to relate in kind. Goldsmith’s brother, the 
clergyman in whom he had such implicit confidence, ^ 
hud assured him of his having seen an apparition^ 
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.Tohnson also had a friend, old Mr. Gave, the printer, 
at St. John’s Gate, **an honest man, and a sensible 
man,” who told him he had seen a ghost ; he did 
not, however, like to talk of it, and seemed to be in 
great horror whenever it was mentioned. “ And 
pray, sir,” asked Boswell, “ what did he say was 
the appearance?’* “Why, sir, sometliing of a 
shadowy being.” 

The reader wdll not be surprised at this supersti- 
tio\i8 turn in the conversation of such intelligent 
men. when he recollects that, but a few years before 
this time, all London had been agitated by tlio ab- 
surd story of the Cock-lanc ghost ; a matter which 
Dr. Johnson had deemed wo»“thy of his serious in- 
vestigation, and about whiclx Goldsmith had written 
a pain] >h let. 
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TUc l‘'antoi*cini. 

Among the agreeable acquaintances made by Gold- 
smith about this time was a Mr. Joseph Crsidock, a 
young gentleman of Leicestershire, living at his case, 
but disposed to ‘‘make himself uneasy,'* by me<l- 
dling witli literature and the theatre ; in fact, ho had 
a passion for plays and players, and had come up to 
town with a modified translation of Voltaire’s 
tragedy of Zobcido, in a view to get it acted. There 
w'as no great difficulty in the case, as he was a man 
of fortune, had letters of introduction to persons of 
note, and was altogether in a different position from 
the indigent man of genius whom managers might 
harass w'ith impunity. Goldsmith met him at the 
house of Yates, the actor, and finding that ho was a 
friend of Lord Clare, soon became sociable with 
him. Mutual tastes quickened the intimacy, espe- 
cially as they found means of serving each other. 
Goldsmith vvroie an epilogue for the tragedy of 
Zobeide ; mid Cradock, who was an amateui musi- 
cian, arranged the music for the Tlirenodia Augiih- 
talis, a lament on the death of the Princess Lnwagt j 
of Wales, the poliiicrl miatros and pation of Loid 



320 


Oliver Golosmitii. 


Clare, which Goldsmith had thrown off lia.slilv to 
please that nobleman, 'fhe tragedy was played 
with some success at Covent Garden; tlie lament 
was recited and sung at Mrs. Cornely’s rooms— a 
very fashionable resort in Soho Square, got up by a 
woman of enterprise of that name. It was in whim- 
sical parody of those gay and somewhat proiqiscuous 
assemblages that Goldsmith used to call the motley 
evening parties at his lodgings “ little Cornelys.” 

The Threnodia Augustoles w.os not publicly known 
to be by Goldsmith until several years after his 
death. 

Cradock was one of the few polite intimates who 
felt more disposed to sympathize with the generous 
qualities of the poet than to sport with his eccentri- 
cities. He sought his society whenever he came to 
town, and occasionally had him to his scat in the 
coiuitry (loldsmith appreciated his sympathy, and 
unburUicncd himself to him without reserve. Seeing 
the lettered ease in which this amateur author was 
enabled to live, and the time he could bestow on the 
elaboration of a manuscript, ” Ah ! Mr. Cradock,*’ 
cried he, “think of me, that must -write a volume 
every month!” He complained to him of the at- 
tempts made by inferior writers, and by others who 
could scarcely come under that denomination, not 
only to abuse and depreciate his writings, but to 
render him ridiculous as a man ; perverting every 
harmless sentiment and action into charges of ab- 
surdity, malice, or folly. ** Sir,” said he, in the 
fulness of his heart, “ I am as a lion baited by 
ours !** 
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Another acquaintance, wliicli )ic ukuIu about this 
time, was a young countryman ol tlio name of 
M’Donnell, whom he met in a state of destitution, 
and, of course, befriended. The tollovviug gratolul 
recollections of his kindness and liis merits were 
furnished by that person in after years : 

“It was in the year 1772,** writes he, “ that the 
deaflh of my elder brother — when in Loudon, on my 
way to Ireland — left me in a most forlorn situation ; 
1 was then about eighteen ; I possessed neither 
fiieiids nor money, nor tlie means of getting to 
Ireland, of which or of England 1 knew scarcely 
any thing, from having so long resided in Erance. 
In this situation I had strolled about for two or throe 
days, considering what to do, but unable to come to 
any determination, when Providence directed me to 
the Temple Gardens. I threw myself on a seat, and, 
willing to forgot my miseries for a moment, drew out 
a book ; that book was a volume of Boileau. 1 had 
not been there long when a gentleman, strolling 
about, passed near me, and observing, perhaps, 
something Irish or foreign in my garb or countenance, 
addressed me ; ‘ Sir, you seem studious ; Ihope you 
iind this a favourable place to pursue it.' 'Not 
very studious, sir ; I fear it is the want of society 
that brings me hither ; I am solitary and unknown 
in this metropolis and ^ passage from Cicero — 
Oratio pro /ire/tta— occurring to me, I quoied it ; 

studia pronoctant nohiscuni, itcrigrinafitury rtiati” 
jiuitur* *\ou are a scholar, too, sir, I perceive.' 
A piece of one, sir ; but I ought still to have been 
n tbe college wheie 1 had the good fortune to pick 
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up tlie little I know.’ A j;ood deal of conversation 
eu.'iued ; I told him part of my history, and he, in 
ri turn, gave his address in the Temple, desiring me 
to call soon, from which, to my infinite surprise and 
•gratification, I found that the person who thus 
‘^ocmed to take an interest Jn my fate was riiy coun- 
tryman, and a distinguished ornament of letters. 

“ I did not fail to keep the appointment, and was 
received in the kindest manner. lie told me, smil- 
ingly, that he was not rich *, that he could do littli* 
for me in direct pecuniary aid, but would endeavour 
to put me in the way of doing something for myself ; 
observing, that he could at least furnish me with 
advice not wholly useless to a young man placed in 
the heart of a great metropolis. * ‘ In London,’ ho 
Continued, ‘ nothing is to be got for nothing : you 
must w'ork ; and no man w'ho chooses to be industri- 
ous need be under obligations to another, for here 
labour of every kind commands its reward. If you 
think proper to assist me occasionally as amanuensis, 
I shall be obliged, and y'ou will be placed under no 
obligation, until something more permanent can be 
secured for you.’ This employment, which I pur- 
sued for some time, was to translate passages from 
Buffon, which was abridged or altered, according to 
circumstances, for his Natural History.” 

Gold^milh’s literary tasks were fast getting anead 
of him, and he began ^low to “ toil after them in 
vain. * 

Five volumes of the Natural History here spoken 
of had long since been paid for by Mr. Griiliu, yet 
moat of .them wore still to be written. Ilia young 
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amanuensis bears t(‘Stinu)ny to his cnibarrassmcnta 
and perplexities, but to the degree of equanimity 
with which he bore them : 

“It has been said,’* observes he, “that ho wan 
irritable. Such may have been the case at times ; 
nay, I believe it was so ; for w'hat with the continual 
pursuit of authors, printers, and booksellers, and 
occasional pecuniary embarrassments, few could 
hiivc avoided exhibiting similar mar ks of impatience. 
Hut it was never so towards me. I saw him only in 
his bland and kind moods, with a flow, perhaps an 
overflow, of the milk of human kindness for all who 
w'erc in any manner dependent upon him. I looked 
upon him w'ith awe and veneration, and he upon ute 
as a kind parent upon a child. 

“ His manner and address exhibited much frank* 
ness and cordiality, particularly to those with whom 
he possessed any degree of intimacy. His good- 
nature was equally apparent. You could not dislike 
the man, although several of his follies and foibles 
you might be tempted to condemn. He was gener- 
ous and inconsiderate ; money with him had little 
valim/* 

To escape from many of the tormentors just 
alluded to, and to devote himself without interrup- 
tion to his task, Goldsmith took lodgings for the 
summer at a farm-house nepr the six-mile stone on 
the Edge ware road, and carried down his books in 
two return post-chaises. He used to say he believed 
the farmer's family thought him an odd character, 
similar to that in whicli the Spectator appeared to 
his landlady and her children : he was Gentle-^ 
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man, Boswell tells us that ho wc*nt to viut him at 
the pliicc ill coTupauy with Mickle, translator of the 
laisiad. Goldsmith Avas not at home. Having a 
curiosity to see his apartment, however, they went 
in, and found curious scraps of descriptions of 
animals scrawled upon the wall with a black li*ad 
pencil. 

The farm-house in question is still in existence, 
though rnneh aU<‘red. It stands iqioii a gentle 
eminence in ITyd*^ I ;inc, commnndin." a pleasant 
]j] Ospoct towards Hendon. The room is still ])ointecl 
out in which “ She Stoops to Conquer” was written; 
a convonient and airy apartment, up ono flight of 
stairs. 

Some matter of fact traditions concerning the 
author were furnished, a few years since, by a sou of 
the farmer, avIio was sixteen years of age at the time 
Goldsmith resided with his father, Tliough ho had 
engaged to board with the family, his meals were 
generally seikt to him in his room, in which ho passed 
the most of his time, negligently dressed, Avith his 
shirt collar open busily engaged in writing. Some- 
times, probably when in moods of composition, lie 
would Avandcr into the kitchen, without noticing 
I any one, stand musing Avitli his back to the fire, and 
then hurry off again to his room, no doubt to commit 
ttj paper some thought which had struck him. 

Sotnotimes he strolled about the fields, or was to 
be seen loitering and reading and musing under the 
hedges. He was subject to tics of wakefulness and 
read much in bed ; if not disposed to read he still 
kc]it the candle burning ; if he wished to extinguish 
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it, and it was ont of his reach, he flung his slipper 
at it, which would be found in tlie morning near the 
ovcTturiicd candlestick and daubed with grease, lie 
was noted here, as everywhere c'lse, for his charitable* 
feelings. No beggar applied to him in vam, and he 
evinced on all occasions great commiseration for the 
poor. 

He h'.id the use of the pailoiir to receive and enter- 
tain company, and was vitsited by Sir Joshua llcy- 
nolds, Hugh Iloyd, the leputed author of Junius, 
Sir William Chainbeis, and other distinguished elia- 
raeters. He gave occasionally, though rarely, a 
rlinner party ; and on one occasion, wlien his guests 
were detained by a thunder shcwi.T, he got up a 
dance, and curried the merriment late into the 1 
night. 

As usual, he was the promoter of hilarity among 
the young, and at one time took the children of the 
house to see a company of strolling players at 
Hendon. The greatest amusement to the party, 
however, was derived from his own jokes on the 
road and his comments on the pcrfonnance, which 
produced inflnitc laughter among his youtliful com- 
panions. 

Near to his rural retreat at Edge ware, a Mr. 
Seguin, an Irish merchant, of litcrfiry tastes, had 
*ountry cpiartcrs for his family, where Goldsmith 
,vas always wcl<*ome. 

In this family he would indulge in playful and 
‘V<‘n grotosfj^i^Le hum om-, and w»> ready for anytliing 

rinivcrsation, music, or a game of romps. He 
•li'bd lili'i.'-elf lovni his dancing and would walk a 



326 


Oliver Goldsmith. 


minuet with Mrs. Scguin, to the infinite amusement 
of herself and the children, whose shouts of laughter 
he bore with perfect good-humour. ■ He would sing 
Irish songs, and the Scotch ballad of Johnny Arm- 
strong. He took the lead in the children’s sports of 
• blind man’s buff, hunt the slipper, &c., or in their 
^ games at cards, and was the moat noisy of the party, 
affecting to cheat, and to be excessively eager to win ; 
while with children of smaller size he would turn 
^ the hind part of his whig before, and play all kinds 
of tricks to amuse them. 

One w'ord as to his musical skill and his perform- 
ance on the flute, which comes up so invariably in 
all his fireside revels. He really 'knew nothing of 
music scientifically ; he had a good ear, and may 
have played sweetly ; but we are told he could not 
read a note of music. Koubillac, the statuary, 
once played a trick upon him in this respect. He 
pretended to score dowif^^ air as the poet played 
it, but put down crotchets and semibreves at random. 
When he had finished, Goldsmith cast his eyes over 
it and pronounced it correct ! It is possible that his 
execution in music was like his style in writing ; in 
sweetness and melody he may have snatched a grace 
beyond the reach of art ! 

He was at all times a . capital companion for chil- 
dren, and knew how to fall in with their humours. 
** 1 little thought,” said Miss Hawkins, the woman 
grown, what I should have to boast when Gold- 
smith taught me to play Jack and Jill by two bits of 
paper on his fingers.” He entertained Mrs. Garrick, 
we are told, with a whole budget of stories and 
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songs ; delivered the Chimmy Sweep with cxqnUite 
taste as a solo ; and performed a duet with Uarrick 
of Old Hose and Burn the Bellows. 

“ I was only five years old/’ says the late George 
Colmuii, “ when Goldsmith one evening w'hcn drink- 
ing coffee with my father, took me on liis knee and 
began to play with me, which amiable act I re- 
turned with a very smart slap of the face ; it must 
have been a tingler, for I left the marks of my little 
spiteful paw upon his check. Tliis infantile outrage 
was followed by summary justice, and I was locked 
up by my father in an adjoining room, to undergo 
solitary imprisonment in the dark. Here I began to 
howl and scream most abominably. At length a 
liieiid appeared to extricate me from jeopardy; it 
was the good-natured doctor himself, with a lighted 
caudle in his hand, and a smile upon his counten- 
ance, which was still partially red from the effects of 
my petulance. 1 sulked and sobbed, and he fondled ' 
and soothed until I began to brighten. He seized ^ 
the propitious moment, placed three hats upon the 
carpet, and a shilling under each ; the shillings, he 
told me, were England, France, and Spain, ‘ Hey, 
presto, cockolorum cried the doctor, and, lo ! on 
uncovering the shillings, they were all found congre- 
gated under one. I was no politician at the time, 
and therefore might not have wondered at the sud- 
den revolution which brought England, France, and 
Spain all under one crown ; but, as I was aiso no 
conjuror, it amazed me beyond measure. From tliai 
liinr, vvh I’u* doi-twi .amr to vi^it my fdtbcr. 
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‘I pluck’d his Kown to F-harc the pooil ?n«n’K smilr 

a ^amc of romps coiistatitly ensued, and wp were 
always cordial friends and merry playfellows.” 

Although (jioldsniith made the Edgewaic farm- 
house his head-quarters for the summer, he would 
absent himself for weeks at a time on visits to Mr. 
Cradock, liOid Clare, and Mr. Langton, at their 
country-seats. lie would often visit town, also, to 
dine and partake of the public amusements. On one 
occasion he accompanied Edmund Burke to witness 
a performance of the Italian Eautoccini or Puppets, 
in Panton Street ; an exhibition which hud hit the 
caprice of the town, and was in great vogue. Tlic- 
puppets were set in motion by wires, so wtdl con- 
cealed as to be with difficulty detected. Boswell, 
with his usual obtuseness w’ith respect to Goldsmith, 
accuses him of being jealous of the puppets ! “ When 
Burke,” said he, “praised the dexterity with wliich 
one of them tossed a pike, ‘ Pshaw',' said Goldsmith, 
u'iih some warmth^ ‘ I can do it better myself.’ ” “ I'hc 
same evening,” adds Boswell, “ w'hen supping at 
Burke's lodgings, he broke his gMn by attempting 
to exhibit to the company how much better lie could 
jump over a stick than the puppets.” 

Goldsmith jealous of puppets ! This even passes 
ill absurdity Boswell's charge upon him of being 
calous of the beauty of the two Miss Hornecks. 

'I'he Pjinton Street puppets were destined to be a 
seince of further amusement to the town, and of an- 
toysiiu'e to the little autocrat of the stage. Foote, 
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the Ariatophanea of the English drama, nlio was 
always on the alert to turn every subject of popular 
excitement to account, seeing the success of tlie 
Fantoccini, gave out that he should produce a Primi- 
tive lhii)pel-ahow at the Itaymarket, to be entitktl 
The Handsome Chambermaid^ or Piety in Paftms . 
intended to burlesque the comcfhj which 

Garrick still maintained at Drury Lane. Tin- idea 
of a play to be performed in a regular theatic by 
puppets, cixcited the curiosity and talk of the tow'u. 
“ Will your puppets be as large as life, Mr. Foote ?** 
demanded a lady of rank. “Oh, no, iny lady/’ 
replied Foote, ** not mwh larger than Carrir/i” 
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CIIAFrER XXXV. 

Brokco hcalth.'-Dissipation and debts.— The Irish widow. — 
Practicfd jokeB.-—Scrub.— A misquoted pun.— Malagrida.— 
Goldsmith proved to be a fool.— Distressed ballad singers.— 
The Poet at llanekigh. 

Goldsmith returned to town in the autumn (1772), 
with his health much disordered. His close fits of 
sedentary application, during which he ift a manner 
tied himself to tlie mast, had laid the seeds of a 
lurking malady in his system, and produced a severe 
illness in the course of the summer. Town life was 
not favourable to the health either of body or mind. 
He could not resist the siren voice of temptation, 
which, now that he had become a notoriety, assailed 
.him on every side. Accordingly we find him launch- 
ing away in a career of social dissipation; dining 
and supping out ; at clubs, at routs, at theatres ; he 
is a guest with Johnson at the Thrales, and an object 
of Mrs. Thralc’s lively sallies ; he is a lion at 2^8. 
Vesey's and Mrs. Montagu's, where some of the 
high-bred blue-stockings pronounce him a ^'wild 
genius," and others, peradventure, a '*wild Irish- 
man." In the meantime his pecuniary difficulties 
are increasing upon him, eonfiicting with his inoiie- 
neps to pleasure and expense, and contributing by 
th^ liaiustf incut of iiio mind to the wcai and tear of 
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his constitution. His Animated Nature, though not 
finished, has been entirely paid for, and the money 
spent. The money advanced by Garrick on New- 
bery's note, still hangs over him as a debt. The talc 
on which Newbery had loaned from two to three 
hundred pounds previous to the excursion to Barton, 
has proved a failure. The bookseller is urgent for 
the setllemcnt of his complicated account ; the per- 
plexed author has notliing to offer him in liquidation 
but the copyright of the comedy which he has in iiis 
portfolio; “Though to tell you the truth, Frank," 
said ho, “ there arc great doubts of its success." The 
offer was accepted, and, like bargains wrung from 
Goldsmith in times of emc'’gcncy, turned out a 
golden spcci datioi ) to the bookseller. 

In this way Goldsmith went on ** overrunning the 
constable," as he termed it ; spending everything in 
advance; working with an overtasked head and 
weary heart to pay for past pleasures and past ex- 
travagance, and at the same time incurring new 
debts, to perpetuate his struggles and darken his 
future prospects. 'While the excitement of society 
and the excitement of composition conspire to keep 
up a fcvcribhiiess of the system, he has incurred an 
unfortunate habit of quacldng himself with James's 
powders, a fashionable ymacca of the day. 

A farce, produced this year by Garrick, and en- 
titled TAs Irish WitlotOt perpetuates the memory of 
praedcal jokes iilayed off a year or two previously 
upon the alleged vanity of poor simple-hearted 
Goldsmith. He was one evening at the house of his 
friend Burke, when he was beset by a teuth muse, 
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an Irish wicloH* and authoress, just arrived from Ire- 
land, full of brggjie and blunders, and poetic fire and 
rantipole gentility. She was soliciting subscriptions 
for 'her poems; and assailed Goldsmith for his 
patronage; the great Goldsmith— her countryman, 
and of course her friend. She overpowered him with 
eulogiums on his own poems, and then read some of 
her own, with y^heiricncc of tone and gesture, ap- 
pealing continually to the great Goldsmith to know 
how he relished them. 

Poor Goldsmith did all that a kind-hearted and 
gallant gentleman could do in such a case ; he praised 
her poems as far as the stomach of Ids sense would 
permi . : perhaps a little further ; he offered her his 
subsc' iption, and it was not until she had retired 
with many parting compliments to the groat Gold- 
smith, that he pronounced the poetry which had 
been inflicted on him e xecrable . The whole scene 
had been a hoax.got up by Burke for the amusement 
of his company, and the Irish widow, so admirably 
performed, had been personated by a Mrs. Balfour, 
a lf.dy of his connection, of great spriglitliness and 
talent. 

We see nothing in the story to establish the alleged 
vanity of Goldsmith, but we think it tells rather to 
the d'sadySntage of Burke; being unwarrantable 
unde' their relations of friendship, and a species of 
wagge 'y quite beneath his genius. 

Cre .er, in fals notes to Boswell, gives another of 
ine»o practical jokes perpetrated by Burke at the 
expei iO of Goldsmith's credulity. It was related to 
CrokiT by Colonel O’Moore of C'loghan (\wllc, in 



Practicat. J0KI.S. 


333 


Ii-elainl, who was a party concerned. 1’lie Colonel 
and Buike, walking one day through Leicester 
Square, on th< ir way to Sir Joshua KeyjioldsV, wiih 
whom they were to dine, ol .served Goldsmitli, who 
W'ns likewise to be n guest*, standing and regarding a 
crowd which was staring and shouting at some foreign 
ladies in the window *of a hotel “Observe Gold- 
smith," said Bnrkc to O’Moore, “ and mark what 
passes between us at Sir Joshua's." They passed on 
and reached there before him. Burke received 
Goldsmith with affected reserve and coldness; being 
pressed to explain the reason, “Really," said he, “I 
am ashamed to keep company with a person who 
could act as you have just done in the Square." 
Goldsmith protested he was ignorant of what was 
meant. “ Why," said Burke, “ did you not ex- 
claim as you w'ere looking up at those women, what 
stupid beasts the crowd must be for staring with 
such admiration at those painted Jezebels^ while a 
mail of your talents passed by unnoticed ?" “ Surely, 
surely, my dear iriend,“ cried Goldsmith, with 
alarm, “surely I did not say so?" “Nay," replied 
Burke, “ if you had not said so, how should I have 
known itr" “That’s true," answered Goldsmith, 
“I am very sorry — it was very foolish: I do recollect 
that somethhiff of the kind passed through my mind^ but 
I did not think I had uttered itf 
It is proper to observe that these jokes were played 
off by Burke before he had attained the fullemlnenc§ 
of his social position, and that he may have felt 
privileged to take liberties with Goldsmith as his 
country rnun and college associate. It is evident, 
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however, that the peculiarities of the latter, and his 
guileless simplicity, made him a buU for the broad 
waggery of some of his associates ; while others 
more polished, though equally perfidious, are on the 
watch to give currency to his bulls and blunders. 

' The Stratford ju bilee, in honour of Shakspearc, 
.w'here "Boswell had made a fool of himself, was still 
ill every one’s mind. It was sportively suggested 
that a jiU should be held at Litchfield in honour of 
Johnson and Garrick, and that the Beaux Stratagem 
should be played by the members of tlie Literary 
Club. ** Then,*’ exclaimed Goldsmith, “ I shall cer- 
tainly play Scrub. I should like of all things to try 
my hand at that character.** The unwanr speech, 
which any one else might have made without com- 
ment, has been thought worthy of record as whim- 
sically characteristic. Bcauclerc was extremely apt 
to circulate anecdotes at his expense, founded per- 
haps on some trivial incident, but dressed up with 
the embellishments of his sarcMt ic brain. One relates 
to a venerable dish of peas, served up at Sir Joshua’s 
table, which should have been green, but were any 
< other colour, A w'ag suggested to Goldsmith, in a 
whisper, that they should be sent to Hammersmith, 
as that way was the way to twn-9m-gY%en (Turn- 
ham- Green). Goldsmith, delighted with the pun^ 
endeavoured to repeat it at Burke’s table, but xn&^d 
the point: “That is the way to muAc’em green,*’ 
^aid he. Nobody laughed, lie perceived he was at 
fault. ** 1 mean that is the road to turn ’em gpreen.” 
A dead pause and a stare ; ** whereupon,’* adds 
Beauclerc, ** he started up disconcerted and abruptly 
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left the table.” This is evidently one of Beanclerc'i 
caricatures. 

On another occasion the poet and Beauclerc were 
seated at the theatre next to Lord Shelburne, the 
miuister, whom political writers thought proper to 
nickname Malagrida. ** Do you know,” said Gold- 
smith to his lordship, in the course of conversation, 
“ that I never could conceive why they call you 
Malagrida, /or Malagrida was a very good sort of 
j Tiian.” This was too good a trip of the tongue for 
^ Beauclerc to let pass : he serves it up in his next 
letter to liOrd Chailemont, as a specimen of a mode 
of turning a thought the wrong way, peculiar to the 
poet ; he makes merry over it with his witty and 
sarcastic compeer, Horace Walpole, who pronounces 
it “ a picture of Goldsmith’s whole life.” Dr. John- 
son alone, when he hears it bandied about as Gold- 
.smitli’s last blunder, growls forth a friendly defence : 
** Sir,” said he, **it was a mere blunder in emphasis. 
He meant to say, I wonder they should use Malagrida 
as a term of reproach.” Poor Goldsmith! On 
such points he was ever doomed to be misinterpreted. 
Rogers, the poet, meeting in times long subsequent 
with a survivor from those days, asked him what 
Goldsmith really was in conversation. • The old con- 
versational character was too deeply stamped in the 
memory of the veteran to be effaced. “ Sir,” replied 
the old wiseacre, **Aewa9aJboi, The right word 
never came to him. If you gave him back a bad 
shilling, he'd say, Why its as good a shilling as ever 
was bom. You know he ought to have said coinedf 
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(Joined^ sir, never entered his liead. lie was Q 
fooly sir.** 

We have so many anecdotes on which Goldsmith’s 
simplicity is played upon, that it is quite a treat to 
meet witJi one in which he is represented playing 
upon the simplicity of others, especially when the 
victim of Ilia johe is the “ Great Cham” himself, 
whom all others arc disposed to hold so much in 
awe. Goldsmith and Johnson were supping Jjttsily 
together at a tavern in Oean-street, Soho, kept by 
Jack lloberts, a singer at Drury-Linc, and a protegee 
of Garrick's. Johnson delighti.d in tliese gastrono- 
mical tHe~a~UfcSy and was expatiating in high good 
humour on a dish of rumps and kidneys, the veins 
of his forehead swelling with the ardour of mastica- 
tion. ‘♦These,” said he, “ are pretty little things ; 
but a man must eat a great many of them before he 
is filled.” “Aye; but how many of them," asked 
Goldsmith, with affected simplicity, “ would reach 
to the moon?” “To the moon! Ah, sir, that, I 
fear, exceeds your calculation." “ Not at all, sir ; 
1 think I could tell.” “ Pray, then, sir, let us hear.” 
“ Why, sir, one, if ii were Img enough!** Jonhnson 
, growled for a time at finding himself caught in such 
a trite schoolboy trap. “ Well, sir,” . cried he at 
length, “1 have deserved it. 1 should not have 
provoked so foolish an answer by so foolish a 
question.” 

Among the many incidents related as illustrative 
of Goldsmith’s vanity and envy Is one which occun ed 
one evening when he was in a drawing-room with a 
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party of ladies, and a ballad-singer under the win- 
dow struck up his favourite song of Sally Salisbury. 
“ How miserbly this woman sings exclaimed he. 
“ Pray, doctor,” said the lady of the house, “ could 
you do it better ?” “ Yes, madam, and the company 

shall be judges.*' The company, of course, prepared 
to be entertained by an absurdity ; but their smiles 
\\ere u'cll nigh turned to tears, for he acquitted him- 
self with a skill and pathos that drew universal 
applause. He had, in fact, a delicate car for music, 
which had been jamd by the false notes of the 
ballad-singer ; and there were certain pathetic ballads, 
associated with recollections of his childhood, which 
were sure to touch the springs of his heart. We 
have another story of him, connected' with ballad - 
singing, which is still more characteristic. He M'as 
<jno evening at the house of Sir William Chambers, 
in Berners-street, heated at a vrhist-tablc with Sir 
William, Lady Chambers, and Barctti, when all at 
once lie threw down his cards, hiirricd out of the 
room and into the street. He returned in an instant, 
resumed his seat, and the game went on. Sir 
William, after a little hesitation, ventured to ask the 
cause of his retreat, fearing he had been overcome 
by the heat of the room. “Not at all,’* replied 
Goldsmith ; “ but in truth I could not bear to hear 
that rmfortunate w'oman in the street, half singing, 
half sobbing, for such tones could only arise from 
the extremity of distress ; her voice grated painfully 
rm my ear and jarred my frame, so that I could net 
rest until I had sent her away." It was in fact a 
poor ballad-singer whose cracked voice had been 

T 
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heard by others of the parly, but without having; 
the same effect on their sensibilities. It was the 
reality of his fictitious scene in the story of the Man 
in Black ; wherein he describes a woman in rags, 
with one child in her arms and anothar on her back , 
attempting to sing ballads, but with such a mournful 
voice that it was difficult to determine whether she 
was singing or crying. “ A wretch,’* he adds, “ whe , 
in the deepest distress, still aimed at good humour, 
was an object my friend was by no means capable of 
withstanding.’* 'Ihe Man in Black gave the poor 
woman all that he had — a bundle of matches. Gold- 
smith, it is probable, sent his ballad-singer away re- 
joicing, with all the money in his pocket. 

Banclagh was at that time greatly in vogue as a 
place of public entertainment. It was situated near 
Chelsea ; the principal room was a Rotunda of great 
dimensions, with an orchestra in the centre,^ and 
tiers of boxes all round. It was a place to which 
Johnson resorted occasionally. ** I am a great friend 
to public amusements,” said he, **for they keep 
people from vice.”* Goldsmith was equally a friend 
to them, though perhaps not altogether on such 

• ** Alas, (dr I’* said Johnson, speaking, when in another mood, 
of grand houses, fine gardens, and splendid places of public 
amusement : '* alas, are only sb'uggles for happiness. 

When 1 first enters tlMeiagh it gave an expansion and gay 
sensation to m^mind, such as I never experienced anywhere 
else. Bat,1wX0rxe8 wept when he viewed his imnienso army, 
and oonMdered that not one of that great multitude would ^ 
alive a hundred years afterwards, so it wept to my heart to mn- 
aider that there was not one in all that brilliant circle that u as 
not afraid to go home and think.** 
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moral grounds. He was particularly fond of mas^ije-. 
rades, which were then exceedingly popular, and 
got up at Ranolagh with great expense and magnifi- 
cence. Sir Joshua Reynolds, who had likewise a 
taste for such amusements, was sometimes his com- 
panion, at other times he went alone ; his peculiari- 
ties of person and manner would soon betray him, 
whatever might be his disguise, and he would be 
singled out by wags, acquainted with his foibles, and 
more successful than himself in maintaining their 
incognito, as a capital subject to be played upon. 
Some, pretending not to know him, would decry his 
writings, and praise those of his contemporaries ; 
others would laud his verses to the skies, but pur- 
posely misquote and burlesque them ; others would 
annoy him with parodies ; while one young lady, 
whom he was teasing, as he supposed, with great 
success and infinite humour, silenced his rather 
Vx>isterou8 laughter by quoting his own line about 
•' the loud laugh that speaks the vacant mind,'* On 
one occasion he was absolutely ISnven out of the 
hotise by the persevering jokes of a wag, whose 
complete disguise gave him no means of retaliation. 

His name appearing in the newspapers among the 
distinguished persons present at one of these amuse- 
ments, his old enemy, Kenrick, immediately ad- 
dressed to him a copy of anonymous verses, to the 
following purport. 

To Dr. Goldsmith ; on seeing his* name in the list 
of mummers at the late masquerade : 

“ How widely diiTerent, Qoldemitli, are the ways 
Of 'Doctors now, and those of ancient daya ! 

T 2 
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Theirs taufrht the truth in academic Khadra, 

Ours in lewd hops and midnight ina^queraili'S. 

So changed the times I say, philosophic sago, 

%Vho8e genius suits so well this tastefhl age, 

Is the Pantheon, late a sink obscene, 

Bocome the fountain of chaste Hippocrcnc 1 
Or do thy moral numbers quaintly flow, 

Inspired by th* Aganippe of Soho ? 

Do wisdom’s sons gorge cates and vermicelli, 

Like beastly Bickerstaife or bothering Kelly ? 

Or art tlmu tired of th* undeserved applahse. 

Bestowed on bards affecting Virtue’s cause t 
Is this the good that makes the humble vain. 

The good philosophy should not disdain ? 

If so, let pride dissemble all it can, 

A modern sage is still much less than man.” 

Goldsmith was keenly sensitive to attacks of the 
kind, and meeting Konrlck at the Chapter Ooifee- 
housB, called hith to sharp account for taking such 
a liberty with his name, and calling his morals in 
question, merely on account of his being seen at a 
place of general resort and amusement. Kenrick 
shuffled and sneaked, protesting that he meant 
nothing derogatory to his private character. Gold- 
smith let him know, however, that he was aware of 
his having more than once indulged in attacks of 
this dastard kind, and intimated that another such 
outrage would be followed by personal chastisement. 

Kenrick having played the craven in his presence, 
avenged himself as soon as he was gone by com- 
plaining of his having made a wanton attack upon 
him, and by making coarse comments upon his 
writings, conversation, and person. 

The scurrilous satire of Kenrick, however un- 
meritedi may have checked Goldsmith’s ' taste for 
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m.isquoradas. Sir Joshua Iloynolds calling on the 
poet one morning, found him walking about his 
room in somewhat of a reverie, kicking a bundle ot 
clothes before him like a foot-ball. It proved to be 
an expensive masquerade dress, which he said he 
had been fool enough to purchase, and as there 
was no other way of getting the worth of his 
money, he was trying to take it out in exercise. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Invitation to Ghrlatmas.— The apring-velvet coat.— The hay* 
making wig.— The mischances of loo.— The fair culprit.— A 
donee with the Jeaaamy Bride. 

From the feverish dissipations of town, Goldsmith 
IS summoned away to partake of the genial dissipa- 
tions of the country. In tlie month of December, 
a letter from Mrs. Bunbury invites him down to 
Barton, to pass the Christmas holidays. The letter 
is written in the usual playful vein which marks his 
intercourse with this charming family. He is to 
come in his ** smart spring- velvet coat," to bring u 
new wig to dance with the haymakers in, and above 
all, to follow the advice of herself and her sister, 
(the Jessamy Bride,) in playing loo. This letter, 
which plays so archly, yet kindly, with some ot poor 
Goldsmith’s peculiarities, and bespeaks such real 
ladylike regard for him, requires a word or two of 
annotation. The spring-velvet suit alluded to, ap- 
pears to hai(e been a gallant adornment, (somewhat 
in the style of the famous bloom-coloured coat,) in 
which Goldsmith had figured in the preceding month 
of May — the season of blossoms— for, on the 21st of 
that month, we find the following entry in the 
chronicle of Mr. William Filby, tailor : To your blue 
velvet suit, £21 lOs, 9d. Also, about thi* same time. 
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R siuit of livery and a crimson c'ollar for the serving 
man. Again wo hold the Je‘<sainy Bride responsible 
for this gorgeous splendour of wardrobe. 

The new wig no doubt is a bag-wig and solitaire, 
still highly the mode, and in which Goldsmith is 
represented as figuring when in full dress, equipped 
with his sword. 

As to the dancing 'ivith the haymakers, we pre- 
sume it alludes to some gambol of the poet, in the 
course of his former visit to Barton ; when he ranged 
the fields and lawns a chartered libertine, and 
tumbled into the fish-ponds. 

As to the suggestions about loo, they are in 
sportive allusion to the doctor's mode of playing 
tliat game in their merry evening parties ; affecting 
the desperate gambler and easy dupe; running 
counter to all rule ; making extravagant ventures ; 
reproaching all ochera with cowardice ; dasliing at 
all hazards at the pool, and getting himself com- 
pletely loo'd, to the great amusement of the com- 
pany. The drift of the fair sisters’ advice was most 
probably to tempt him on, and then leave him in the 
lurch. 

With these comments we subjoin Goldsmith's 
reply to Mrs. Buiibury, a fine piece of off-hand 
humourous writing, which has but in late years 
been given to the public, and which throws a fami- 
liar light on the social circle at Barton. 

** Madam, — 1 read your letter with all that allow- 
ance which critical candour could require, but after 
all find so much to object to, and so much to raise 
my indignation, that X cannot help giving it a serious 
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answer. — I am not so ignorant, madam, as not to see 
there are niJiny sarcasms contained in it, and sole- 
cisms also. (Solecism is a word that comes £rom 
the town of Solcis in Attica, among the Greeks, 
built by Solon, and applied as we use the word 
Kidderminster for curtains from a town also of that 
name — but tliis is learning you have no taste for I) 
— I say, madam, there are many sarcasms in it, and 
solecisms also. But not to seem an ill-natured 
critic, 1*11 take leave to quote your own words, tmd 
give you my remarks upon them as they occur. 
Y oil begin os follows : 

* I hope, my ffiKxl Doctor, you soon wll l>c hero, 

And your spring-volvet c<^t.vory ^art will appear, 

To open our ball the first day of the your.* 

“ Pray, madam, where did you over find the epithet 
‘good,’ applied to the title of doctor? HaT'you 
called me * learned doctor,' or * grave doctor,' or 
* noble doctor,’ it might be allowable, because they 
belong to tlie profession. But, not to cavil at trifles, 
you talk of my ‘ spring- velvet coat,' and advise me 
to near it tlie first day in the year, that is, in the 
middle of winter ! — a spring- velvet coat in the mid- 
dle of winter ! ! ! That would be a solecism indeed ! 
and yet to increase the inconsistence, in another 
part of your letter you e.all me a beau. Now, on one 
side or other, you must be wrong. If I am a beau, 
1 can nefcr tliiiik of wearing a spring- velvet in 
\vinter ; and if 1 am not a beau, why then,- that ex- 
plains itself. But let me go on to your two next 
strange lines : 
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* And biinif Mith yon a that is niofUsh and pay, 

To danco witli the girlb that arc makers uf hay.’ 

“ The absurdity of making hay at Christmas you 
yourself seem sensible of : you say your sister wilt 
laugli ; and so indeed she well may ! The liatins 
have an expression for a contemptuous kuid of 
laughter, * naso contemnere fidunco; that is, to 
laugh with a crooked nose. She may laugh at you 
in the manner of the ancients if she thinks tit. But 
now I come to the most extraordinary of all extra- 
ordinary propositions, which is, to take your and 
vour sister’s advice in playing at loo. The presump- 
tion of tlie offer raises my indignation beyond the 
bounds of prose ; it inspires me at once with verse 
and resentment. I take advice \ and from wliom 
You shall hear. 

“ First let me suppose, what may shortly bo true, 

The company set, and the wonl to be Loo ; 

All smirking, and pleasant, and big with adventure, 

An<l ogling the stake which is fix’d in the centre. 

Jtound and round go the cards, while I inwardly damn 
At never once finding a visit fi^m Pam. 

I lay down my stake, apparently cool. 

While the harpies about me all pocket the pool. 

I fret in my gizzard, yet, cautious and sly, 

I wish all my friends may be bolder than I : 

Yet still they sit snug, not a creature will aim 
By losing their money to venturo at fame. 

Tis in vain that at niggardly caution I scold, 

*Ti8 in vain that I flatter the brave and the bold : 

All play their own way, and they think mo aniass, . . 

* What docs Mrs. Bunbury t* . . ' I, Sir ? I para.* 

* pray what does Mis; Homeckt ^e ceuTiige, oome uO, 

* Who, I ? let me see. Sir, why I must para cue.’ 

Mr. Bunbury frets, and I fret like the devil, 

To see rhem so cowardly, lucky, and civil. 
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Yet still I flit snug, and continue to sif^h on, 

’Till made by my losses as bold us a lion, 

1 venture at all, while my av<u‘icG regards 

The whole pool as my own. . . ‘Come give me five cards.* 

* Well done !* cry the ladies ; * Ah, Doctor, that’s good I 
The pool’s very rich, . . ah ! the D^tor is loo’d I* 

Thus foil’d in my courage, on all sides porylext, 

1 aslc for advice from the lady that’s next : 

* Pray, ma’am, be so good as to give your advice ; 

Don’t you think the way is to venture for’t twice ?’ 

‘ I advise,’ cries the lady, ‘to try it, I own . . 

‘ Ah ! the Doctor is loo’d I Gome, Doctor, put down.’ 

Thus, playing, and playing, I still grow more eager, 

And so bold, and so bold, I’m at last a bold beggar. 

Now, ladies, I ask, if law-matters you’re skill’d in. 

Whether crimes such as yotm should not come before Fielding : 
For giving advice that is not worth a straw. 

May well bo call’d picking of pockets in law ; 

And picking of pockets, with which I now ebafge ye, 

Is, by quinto Elizabeth, Death without Clergy. 

What justice, when both to the Old JBuilcy brought * 

By the gods, I’ll enjoy it, though ’tie but in thought ! 

Both are placed at the bar, with all proper decorum, 
Withbunehes of fennel, and nosegay’s before ’em; 

Both cover their Ikccs -vrtth mobs and aU that. 

But the judge bids them, angrily, take off their hat. ' 

When uncover’d, a buzz of inquiry rims rouud, 

* PraXijwbat are their crimes T* . . * Tliey’ve been pilfering found. ' 
‘ Butf^ray, who have they pilfer’d 1’ . , ‘ A doctor,.! hear.’ 

* Whatt yoth iolemn-faced, odd~lookUig man that stmida near '* 

* The same.’ . . ’ What a pity I how does it surprise ope. 

Two handsomer culprits I neoer set eyes on ! 

Then their friends all come round me with cringing and leering. 
To melt me to pity, and soften my swearing. 

First Sir Charles advances with phrazes well-strung, 

‘ Consider, dear Doctor, the girls are but young.’ 

* The younger the worse, * 1 return him again, 

It shows that their habits are all dyed in grain.’ 

* But then they’re so handsome, one's bosom it grieves.* 

* What signiflea hawdwme^ when people are thieves f* 

* But where is your justicet their cases are hard.” 

* What signiflosytMtiM ' 1 want the reward,' 
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“ ‘ There’s the parish of Edmonton offers forty 
pounds ; there's the parish of St. Leonard Shore- 
ditcli offers forty pounds ; there’s the parish of Ty- 
burn, from the Hog-iii-the-pound to St. Giles's 
u atch-house, offers forty pounds,— I shall have all 
that if I convict them !' — 

“ * But consider their case, . . it may yet be your own ! 

And SCO how they kiied 1 Is your heart made of stone ?* 

This moves : . . so at last I agree to relent. 

For ten pounds in hand, and ten pounds to be spent.* 

*'l challenge you all to answer this: I tell you, 
you cannot. It cuts deep. But now for the rest of 
the letter : and next — ^but I want room — so I believe 
I shall battle the rest out at Barton some day next 
week — I don't value you all ! 

“O. G." 


We regret tliat we have no record of tiiis Christ- 
mas visit to Barton ; that the poet had no Boswell 
to follow at his heels, and take notes of all his say- 
ings and doings. We can only picture him in our 
minds, casting off all care ; enacting the lord of 
misrule; presiding at the Christmas revels; pro- 
viding all kinds of merriment; keeping the card- 
table in an uproar, and finally opening the ball on 
the first day of the year in his spring-velvet suit, 
vnih the Jessamy Bride for a partner. 
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OIIlirTEll XXXVII. 

Theatrical delayt. Negotiations with Colman.— Letter to Gar- 
rick.— Croaking of the manager. — Naming of the play. • She 
Stoopetc Conquer.— Foote’s Primitive Puppetohow, Piety on 
Pattens.— First performance of the comedy.— Agitation of the 
author. — Success.— Chlman squibbed out of town: 

The gay life depicted in the two last chapters, while 
it kept Goldsmith in a state of continual excitement, 
aggravated the malady which was impairing his con- 
stitution ; yet his increasing perplexities in money 
matters drove him to the dissipation of society as a 
relief from solitary care. The delays of the theatre 
added to those perplexities. He had long since 
finished his new comedy, yet the year 1772 passed 
away without his being able to get it on the stage. 
No one, uninitiated in the interior of a theatre, that 
little world of traps and trickery, can have any idea 
of the obstacles and perplexities multiplied in the 
way of the most eminent and successful author by 
the mismanagement of managers, the jealousies and 
intrigues of rival authors, and the fantastic and im- 
pertinent caprices of actors. A long and baffiing 
negotiation was caniod on between Goldsmith and 
Colman, the manager of Covent Garden ; who re- 
tained the play in his hands until the middle oi 
January 0773) without coming to a decision. The 
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theatrical seoGon was rapidly pavsinj;; away, and 
Goldsmiths pecuniary difficulties were augmenting 
and pressing on him. We may judge of his anxiety 
by the following letter : 

** To George Colman^ Esq. 

“ Dear Sir, — I entreat you'll relieve me from that 
state of suspense in which I have been kept for a 
long time. Whatever objections you have made or 
shall make to my play, I will endeavour to remove 
and not argue about them. To bring in any new 
judges either of its merits or faults I can never sub- 
mit to. Upon a former occasion, when my other 
play w*as before klr. Garrick, he offered to bring me 
before Mr. Witehead’s tribunal, but I refhsed the 
proposal with indignation : I hope I shall not expe- 
rience as harsh treatment from you as Irom him. I 
liave, as you know, a large sum of money to make 
uj) shortly ; by accepting my play, I can readily 
satisfy my creditor that way ; at any rate, I must 
look about to some certainty to be prepared. Por 
God's sake take the play, and let us make the best of 
it, and let me have the same measure, at least, wliich 
you have given as bad plays as mine. 

** 1 am your friend and servant, 

“Oliver Goldsmith." 

Colman returned the manuscript with the blunk 
sides of the leaves scored with disparaging com- 
ments, and suggested alterations, but with the inti- 
mation that the faith of the theatre should be kept. 
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and the play acted notwithstanding. Goldsmith 
submitted the criticisms to some of his friends, who 
pronounced them trivial, unfair, and contemptible, 
and intimated that Colman, being a dramatic writer 
himself, might be actuated by jealousy. I’he play 
was then sent, with Col man’s comments writtei^ on 
it, to Garrick ; but he had scarce sent it when John- 
son interfered, represented the evil that* might result 
from an apparent rejection of it by Covont Garden, 
and undertook to go forthwith to Colman, and have 
a talk with him on the subject. Goldsmith, there- 
fore, penned the following note to Garrick : 

“ Drah Sir, — I ask many pardons^for the trouble 
I gave you yesterday. Upon more mature delibera- 
tion, and the advice of a sensible friend,' 1 began to 
thmk it indelicate in me to throw upon you the odium 
of confirming Mr. Colman’s sentence. I therefore 
request you will send my play back by my Servant ; 
for having been assured of having it acted at the 
other house, though I confess yours in every respect 
more to my wish, yet it would be folly in me to 
forego an advantage which lies in my power of ap- 
pealing from Mr. Colman’s opinion to the judgment 
of the town. I entreat, if not too late, you will 
keep this afSair a tiecret for some time. 

I am, dear Sir, your very humble servant, 
•‘Oliver Goldsmith.” 

Dhe negotiation of Johnson with the manager of 
Covent Garden was effective. “ Colman,” he says, 
“ was prevailed on at last, by much solicitation, nay^ 
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a kind of forcr," to bring forward the comedy. Still 
the manager wna ungenerous ; or, at least, indisi reot 
enough to express hU opinion, that it would not 
reach a second representation. The plot, he said, 

, was bad, and the interest not sustained ; “it dwin- 
dled, and dwindled, and at lost went out like the 
snuff of a candle." The effect of his croaking was 
soon apparent within the walla of the theatre. Two 
of the most popular actors, Woodward and Gentle- 
man Smith, to whom the parts of Tony Lumpkin 
and Young Marlow were assigned, refused to act 
them ; one of them alleging, in excuse, the evil pre- 
dictions of the manager. Goldsmith was advised 
to postpone the performance of his play until he 
could get these important parts well supplied. 
“No," said he, “I would sooner that my play were 
danmed by bad players than merely saved by good 
acting."’ 

Quick was substituted for Woodward in Tony 
Lumpkin, and Lee Lewis, the harle(||uin of the 
theatre, for Gentleman Smith in'^Youn^ Marlow ; 
and both did justice to their parts. 

Great interest was taken by Goldsmith's friends 
in the success of his piece. The rehearsals were at- 
tended by Johnson, Cradock, Murphy, Reynolds and 
his sister, and the whole Homeck connection, in- 
cluding, of course, the Jessamy Bridet whose pre- 
sence may have contributed to flatter the anxious 
heart of the author. The rehearsi^s went off with 
great applause, but that Colman attributed to the 
partiality of friends. He continued to' croak, and 
rcfu.sed to risk any expense in new .scenery or 
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dresses on a play which he was sure would prove a 
failure. 

The time was .at hand for the first representation* 
and as yet the comedy was without a title. “Wo 
arc all in labour for a naiii^* for Goldy's play,’* said 
Johnson, who, as usual, took a kind of fatherly pro- 
tecting interest in poor Goldsmith's affaifs. “The 
Old House a New Inn ” was thought of for a tiin<-, 
but still did not please. Sir Joshua Reynolds pro- 
posed “ Iho Belle's Stratagem," an elegant title, 
but not considered applicable, tlie perplexities of the 
comedy being produced by the mistake of the hero, 
not the stratagem of the heroine. Tlie name was 
afterwards adopted by Mrs. Cowle'y for one of her 
comedies. “The Mistakes of a Night," was the 
title at length fixed upon, to which Goldsmith pre- 
fixed the words “ She Stoops to Conquer.'* 

The evil bodings of Colman still continued : they 
were even communicated in the box office to the 
servant of the Duke of Gloucester, who was sent to 
engage a box. Never did the play of a popular 
writer struggle into existence through more dif- 
ficulties. 

In the mean time Foote's Primitive Puppetahow, 
entided the Bandsom^ Jlottaemaid, m' Piety on Pattens ^ 
had been brought out at the Haymarkct on the 15th 
of February. All the world, fashionable and im- 
fashionable, hod, crowded to the theatre. The street 
was thronged with equipages — the doors were 
stormed by the mob. The bwlesque was completely 
successful, and sentiment^ comedy received its 
quietus. Bven Garrick, who liad recently befriended 
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it, now gave it a kick, as he saw it going down hill, 
and sent Goldsmith a humourous prologue to help 
his comedy of the opposite school. Garrick and 
Goldsmith, however, were now on very cordial 
terms, to which the social meetings in the circle 
of the Homecks and Bunburys may l^ve contributed* 

On the Idtli of March the new comedy was to be 
performed. Those who had stood up for its merits, 
and been irritated and disgusted by the treatment it 
had received from the manager, determined to muster 
their forces, and aid in giving it a good launch upon 
the town. Tlio particulars of this confederation, and 
of its triumphant success, are amusingly told by 
Cumberland in his memoirs. 

<4 not over sanguine of success, but per- 

fectly determined to struggle hard for our author. 
Wc accordingly assembled our strength at the Shak- 
speare Tavern, in a considerable body, for an early 
dinner, where Samuel Johnson took the chair at the 
head of a long table, and was the life and soul of the 
corps : the poet took post silently by his side, with 
the Burkes, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Fitzherbert, Caleb 
^Vhitefoord, and a phalanx of North British, pre- 
determined applauders, under the banner of Major 
Mills, all good men and true. Our illustrious pre- 
sident was in inimitable glee ; and poor Goldsmith 
that day took all his raillery as patiently and com* 
placenUy as my friend Boswell would have done 
any day or every day of lus life. In the mean time, 
we did not forget our duty ; and though we had a 
better comedy going, in which Johnson was chief 
actor, we betook ourselves in good time to our 

z 



364 


Olivku Goi.nsMiTii, 


separate atul allotted ppKt^» and waited the aw'fui 
drawing up of the curtain. As our stations were 
preconcerted, so were our signals for g^ud ite ar- 
ranged and determined upon in a manner that gave 
every one his cue where to look for them, and how 
to follow them up. . 

“We had among us a very worthy and efficient 
member, long since lost to his friends and the world 
at large, Adam Drummond, of am^ble memory, 
who was gifted by nature with thif^inost s ono rous^ 
and at the same time, the most <^n^gious laugh 
that ever echoed from the human The neigh- 

ing of the horse of the son of Hystaspes was a 
whisper to it; the whole thun^et of the theatre 
could not drown it. This kind'(Mid ingenious friend 
fairly forewarned us that he knew no more when to 
give his fire than the cannon did that was planted on 
a battery. lie desired, therefore, to have a flapper 
at his elbow, and I had the honour to bo deputed to 
'that office. 1 planted him in an upper box, pretty 
nearly over the stage, in full view of the pit and 
galleries, and perfectly well situated to give the 
echo all its play through the hollows and recesses of 
the theatre. The success of our n^osuvre was * 
complete. All eyes were upon Johnson, who sat in 
a front row of a aide box ; ahd when he laug]^, 
everybody thought themselyea warranted to roar. 
In the mean time, my friend followed signals with a 
r.iUle to irresistibly comic that, when he had re- 
peated it several times, the attention of the spectators 
was so engrossed by his person and performances, 
that the progress of the play seemed likvly w 
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become a secondary object, and I found it prudvnt 
to insinuate to him that he might halt his musiu 
without any prejudice to the author ; but alas ! it 
was now too late to rein him in ; he had laughetl 
upon my signal where he found no joke, and now, 
unluckily, he fancied that he found a joke in almost 
every thing that was said ; so that nothing in nature 
could be more znal-apropos than some of his bursts 
3very now and then were. These were dangerous 
rnumciits, for the pit began to take umbrage ; but 
we carried our point through, and triumphed not 
uily over Colman's judgment, but our owm.** 

Much of this statement has been condemned as 
exaggerated or discoloured. Cumberland's memoirs 
have generally been characterized as partaking of 
romance, and in the present instance he had par- 
ticular motives for tampering with the truth, lie 
was a dramatic writer himself. Jealous of the success 
3f a rival, and anxious to have it attributed to the 
private management of friends. According to various 
accounts, public and private, such uumagement was 
unnecessary, for the piece was ** received throughout 
with the greatest acclamations.** 

Goldsmith, in the present instance, had not dared, 
ns on a former occasion, to be present at the first 
performance. He h^ been so overcome by his 
apprehensions that, at the preparatory dinner, he 
could hardly utter a word, and was so choked that 
he could not swallow a mouthful. When his friends 
trooped to the theatre, he stoic away, to St. James's 
Park: there he was found by a friend, between 
seven and eight o'clock, wandering up and down the 
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Mall like a troubled spirit. Witli difficulty ne uvas 
persuaded to go to the theatre, \ehere his presence 
might be important should any alteration be neces- 
sary. He arrived at the opening of the fifth act, and 
made his way behind the scenes. Just as he entered 
there was a slight hiss at the improbability of Tony 
Lumpkin's trick on his mother, in persuading her 
she was forty miles off, on CrackskuH Common, 
'though she had been trundled about on her own 
^grounds. ** What's that? what’s that?" cried Gold- 
smitli to the manager, in great agitation. *' l^shaw ! 
Doctor," replied Colman, sarcastically, ** don't be 
frightened at a squibi when we've been sitting these 
two hours on a barrel of gunpowder !" Though of 
a most forgiving nature, Goldsmith did not easily 
forget this ungracious and ill-timed sally. 

If Colman was indeed actuated by the paltry 
motives ascribed to him in his treatment of this 
play, he was most amply punished by its success, 
and by the taunts, epigrams, and censures levelled 
at him through the press, in which his false pro- 
phecies were jeered at ; his critical judgment ccdled 
in question; 'and he was openly taxed with literary 
jealousy. So galling and unremitting was the fire, 
that ho at length wrote to Goldsmith, entreating 
him “to take him off the rack of the newspapers 
in the mean time, to escape the laugh that was raised 
about him in the theatrical world of London, he 
took refuge in Bath during the triumphant career ot^ 
the comedy. 

The following is one of the many squibs which 
assailed the ears of the manager ; 
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7b George Colmatit Esq,^ 

AM THM aUOCBB OV OR. GOLBBMITU’B MKV COMSOT. 

Come, Coley, doff those mourning vecds, 

Nor thus with jokos be flamm'd ; 

Til/)’ Goldsmith’s present play suoccetls, 

His next may still be damn’d.. 

As this has ’scaped without a fall, 

To sink his next prepare ; 

New actors hire from Wapping Wall, 

And dresses from Rag Fair. 

For scenes let tatter’d blankets fly, 

The prologue Kelly write ; 

Then swear again the piece must die 
Before the author’s night. 

Should these trioks fall, the lucky elf. 

To bring to lasting shame, 

E’en write tAe heat you can youraeff. 

And print it in hia uameJ* 

The solitary hiss, which has startled Goldsmith, 
was ascribed by some of the newspaper scribblers to 
Cumberland himself, who was ** manifestly miser- 
able at the delight of the audience, or to Ossian 
Maepherson, who was hostile to the whole Johnson 
clique^ or to Goldsmith's dramatic rival, Kelly. 
The following is one of his epigrams which ap- 
peared : 


“ At Dr. Goldsmith’s merry play, 

AU the spectators laugh, they say ; 
The aseertion, sir, I must deny. 
For Cumberland and Kelly cry. 

Ride, ri 
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Another, addressed to Goldsmith, alludes to 
Kelly’s early apprenticeship to stay-mal^g : 

** If Kelly finds fault with the fAajM of you mue. 

And thinks that too loos^ it [days. 

He surely, dear Doctor, trill neverircfhse 
To make it a new Pair Stays P* 

Gradock had returned to the country before the 
production of the play ; the following letter, written 
just after the performance, gives an additional picture 
of the thorns which beset an author in the path of 
theatrical literature : 

** My Dbau SiH,--The play has met with a success 
much beyond your expectationB <St mine. I thank 
you sincerely for your epilogue, which, however, 
could not be used, but with your permission shall 
be printed. The story in short is this. Murphy 
sent me rather the outline of an epilogue than an 
epilogue, which was to be sung by Miss Catley, and 
which she approved ; Mrs. Bulkley hearing this, in- 
sisted on throwing up "her part” (Miss Hardcastle ) 
** unless, according to the custom of the theatre, she 
were permitted to speak the epilogue. In this em- 
barrassment I thought of making a quarrelling epi- 
logue between Catley and her, debating v>ho should 
apeak the epilogue ; but then Miss Catley refused 
after I had taken the trouble of drawing it out. I 
was then at a loss indeed ; an epilogue was to be 
made, and for none but Mrs. Bulkley. 1 made one, 
and Colman thought it too bad to be spoken ; 1 was 
obliged, therefore, to try a fourvh time, and 1 made 
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a tery mawkish thing, as you'll shortly see. Such 
is the history of my stage adventures, and which I 
have at last done with. I cannot help saying that I 
am very sick of the stage ; and though 1 believe 1 
shall get three terrible benehts, yet 1 shall, on the 
whole, be a loser, even in a pecuniary light ; iny 
ease and comfort I certainly lost while it was in 
agitation. 

I am, my dear Cradock, 

** Your obliged and obedient servant, 
“Oliver Ooldsmitu." 

“ P.S.— Present my most humble respects to Mrs. 
Cradock.” 

Johnson, who had taken such a conspicuous part 
in promoting the interests of poor “ Goldy,” war - 
triumphant at the success of the piece. “ 1 know 
of no comedy for many years,” said he, “ that has ' 
so much exhilarated an audience ; that has answered 
so much the great end of comedy— making an 
audience merry.” 

Goldsmith was happy also in gleaning applause 
from less authoritative sources. Northcote, the 
painter, then a youthful pupil of Sir Joshua Bey- 
nolds; and Balph, Sir Joshua's confidential man, 
nad taken their stations in the gallery to lead the 
applause in that quarter. Goldsmith asked North- 
cote’s opinion of the play. The youth modestly de- 
clared he could not presume to judge in such matters. 

“ Did it make you laugh ?” “ Oh, exceedingly ! * 
“That is all I require,” Tqdied Goldsmith, and 
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rewarded him for his criticism by box-tickets for his 
first benefit night. 

The comedy was immediately put to press, and 
dedicated to Johnson in the following grateful and 
affectionate terms : 

“ In inscribing this slight performance to you, 1 
do not mean so much to compliment you as myself. 
It may do me some honour to inform the public, 
that I have lived many years in intimacy with you. 
It may serve the interests of mankind also to inform 
them, that the greatest wit may be found in a cha- 
racter, without impairing the most unaffected piety." 

The copyright was transferred to Mr. Newbery, 
according to agreement, whose profits on the sale of 
the work far exceeds the debts for which the author 
in his perplexities had pre-engaged it. The sum 
which accrued to Goldsmith from his benefit nights, 
afforded but a slight paUiat^pn of his pecuniary dif- 
ficulties. His friend, while they exulted in his 
success, little knew of his continually increasing 
embarrassments, and of the anxiety of mind which 
kept tasking his pen, while it impaired the ease and 
freedom of spirit necessary tb felicitous compo> 
•Ltion. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

A netr»paper attack. — The Evans offny. — Johnson’s com. 
ment. 


Thb triumphant auccesa of She Stoops to Conquer 
brought forth, of course, those caipings and cavil- 
lings of underling scribblers, which are the thorns 
and briers in the path of successful authors. Gold- 
smith, though easily nettled by attacks of the kind, 
was at present too well satisfied with the reception 
of his comedy to heed them ; but the following an- 
onymous letter, which appeared in a public paper, 
was not to be taken with equal equanimity : 

For the London Packet. 

*>TO DR. GOLDSMITH. 

** Foua voua noyez par vamU, 

“ Sir,— T he happy knack which you have learned 
of puffing your own compositions, provokes me to 
come forth. You have not been the editor of news- 
papers and magazines not to discover the trick of 
literary hivmbug; but the j|&uze is so thin that the 
very foolish part of the see through it, 

and discover the doctor’s monkey face and cloven 
foot. Your poetic vanity is as unpardonable as 



3G2 


Oi.ivhK Goldsmith. 


your persoxial. Would man believe it, and will 
woman bear it, to be told that fox hours the great 
Goldsmith will stand surveying his grotesque orang- 
outang's figure in a pier-glass ? Was but the lovely 
ir~k as much enamoured, you would not sigh, my 
gentle swain, in vain. But your vanity is prepos- 
terous. How will this same bard of Bedlam ring 
the changes in the praise of Goldy ? But what has 
he to be either proud or vain of ? ‘The Traveller' 
is a fiimsy poem, built upon false principles*— prin- 
ciples diametrically opposite to liberty. What is 
•The Good-natured Man * but a poor, water-g^uel 
dramatic dose? What is ‘The Deserted Village’ 
but a pretty poem of easy numbers, without fancy, 
dignity, genius, or fire? And, pray, what may be 
the last speaking pantomime^ so praised by the doctor 
. himself, but an i^oherent piece of stuff, the figure 
of a woman with*a &h’s tail, without plot, incident, 
\ or intrigue ? We are made to laugh at stale, dull 
jokes, wherein we mistake pleasantry for wit, and 
grimace for humour; wherein every scene is un- 
natural and inconsistent with the rules, the laws of 
nature, and of the drama; viz., two gentlemen come 
to a man of fortune’s house, eat, drink, &c., and 
take it for an inn. The one is intended os a lover 
for the daughter ; he talks with her for some hours : 
and, when he sees her again in a different dress, he 
treatsher as a bar-^lrl, jsnd swears she squinted. He 
abuses the of the house, and threatens to 

kick him out of his own doors. The squire, whom 
we are told is to be a fool, proves to be the most 
«cn6iiiie being of the piece ; and he makes out a 
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wholo act by bidding his mother lie close behind 
a bush, persuading her that his hither, her own hus- 
band, is a highwaym^ and that he has come to 
cut their throats ; and to give his cousin an oppor- 
tunity to jgo^ Qff, he drives his mother over hedges, 
ditches, and through ponds. There is not, sweet, 
sucking Johnson, a natural stroke in the whole play 
but the young fellow's giving the stolen jewels to 
the mother, supposing her to be the landlady. That 
Mr. Colman did no justice to this piece, 1 honestly 
allow ; that he told all his friends it would be damned, 
1 positively aver; and, from such ungenerous in- 
sinuations, without a dramatic merit, it rose to public 
notice, and it la now th^tc^to go and see it, though 
1 never saw a person that either liked it or approvww 
it, any more than th6 absurd plot of Home's tragedy 
of < Alonzo.* Mr. Goldsmith, correct your arro 
gance, reduce your vanity, and endeavour to believe ' 
as a man, you are of the plainest sort ; and as an 
author, but a mortal piece of mediocrity. 

''Brise le iniroir.iDfldele 
Qoi wma cache la Tcrite. 

«ToM Tickle." 

It would be difficult to devise a letter more calcu- 
kited to wound the peculiar sensibilities of Gold- 
smith. The attacks upon him as an author, though 
annoying enough, he could have tolerated ; but then 
the allusion to his ** grotesque '* person, to his studi- 
ous attempts to adorn it ; and above all, to his being 
an unsuccessful admirer of the lovely H— k (the 
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JeMaziiy Bride;, struck rudely upon the most senti* 
tive part of his highly sensitive nature. The para* 
graph, it is said, -was first pomted out to him by an 
officious friend, an Irishman, who told him he was 
bound in honour to resent it ; but he needed no such 
prompting, lie was in a high state of excitement 
and indignation, and accompanied by his friend, who 
18 said to ' 1 ^ e been a Captain Higgins, of the ma- 
rines, ;)aired to Paternoster- row, to the shop of 
Evans, the puoh % whom he supposed to be the 
editor of ^hc paper. Evans was summoned by his 
shopman from an adjoining room. Goldsmith an- 
nounced Ilia name. **I have called,*' added he, “m 
consequence of a scurrilous attack made upon me, 
and an unwarrantable liberty taken with the name 
of a young lady. As foi myself, I care little ; but 
her name must notbi spotted x^ath.’* 

Evans professed utter ignorance of lh>» matter, 
and said he would speak to the editor. lie stooped 
to examine a file of the paper, in scarcli of the 
offensive article : whereupon Goldsmith's friend ga> e 
him a signal, that now was a ia\ ourablc moment for 
the exercise of hi^ cane, ll.e hint 'was taken as 
quick as given, and the cane was vigorously applied 
to the back of the stooping publisher. 'Ihe latter 
rallied in an instant, and, being a Ftout, high-blooded 
Welshman, returned the blows with interest. A 
lamp hanging overhead was broken, and sent dowm 
a shower of oil upon the combatants ; but the battle 
raged with unceasing fury. The shopman ran off 
for a constable ; but Dr. Kenrick, who happened to 
be in the adjacent room, sallied forth, interfered 
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between the combatants, and put an fMid to the 
afiVay. He conducted Goldsmith to a couch, in ex- 
ceedingly battered and tattered pHgbt, and accom- 
panied him home, soothing him with much mock 
commiseration, though he was generally suspected, 
and on good grounds, to be the author of the 
Ubel. 

Kvans immediately instituted a suit agai (iold- 
smith for an assault, but was uliimatel*' prevailed 
upon to compromise the mutter, tlie poet contri- 
buting fifty pounds to the Welsh cha»‘ity. 

Ncwsi»apers made themselves, os may well be 
supposed, exceedingly merry with the combat. Some 
censured him severely for invading the sanctity of a 
man’s own house ; others accused him of having, in 
his former capacity of editor of a magazine, been 
guilty of the very ojTcmc >8 that he now resented in 
otlier '*lui drew from him the following vindi- 
cation : 


** To the Public. 

** it should be supposed that J have been 
w'illing to correct in others an abuse of which I have 
been guilty myself, I beg leave to declare, that, in 
all my life, I never wrote or dictated a single para- 
graph, letter, or essay in a newspaper, except a few 
moral essays under the character of a Chinese, about 
ten years ago, in the Ledger, and a letter, to which 
I signed my name, in the St. James’s Chronicle. If 
the liberty of the presa, therefore, bee been abused, 
I have had no tiaud in it. 
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** I have always considered the press as the pro- 
tector of our freedom, as a watchful guardian capable 
of uniting the weak against the encroachments of 
power, "^at concerns the public most properly 
admits of a public discussion. But, of late, the 
press has turned from defending public interest to 
making inroads upon private life; from combating 
the strong to overwhelming the feeble. No condition 
Is now too obscure for its abuse, and the protector 
has become the tyrant of the people. In this manner 
the freedom of the press is beginning to sow the 
seeds of its own dissolution ; the great must oppose 
it from principle, and the weak from fear ; till at last 
every rank of mankind shall be found to give up its 
benefits, content with security from insults. 

<*How to put a stop to this licentiousness, by 
which all are indiscriminately abused, and by which 
vice consequently escapes in the general censure, I 
am unable to tell ; all I could wish is, that, as the 
law gives us no protection against the injury, so it 
should give calumniators no shelter after having 
provoked correction. The insults which we receive 
before the public, by being more open, are the more 
distressing ; by treating them with silent contempt 
we do not pay a sufficient deference to the opinion 
of the world. By recurring to legal redress we too 
often expose the weakness of the law, which only 
serves to increase our mortification by failing to re- 
lioTo us. In short, every man should si^ly consider 
himself as the guardian of the liberty^bf the press, 
and, as for as his influence can extend, should en^ 
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deavour to prcTent \ts licentiousness becoming at 
lust the grave of its freedom. 

“Olivee Goldsmith.** 

Boswell, who had just arrived in town, met 
this article in a newspaper \7hich he found at Dr, 
Johnson's. The doctor was from home at the timei 
and Bozzy and Mr^. Williams, in a critical confer- 
ence over the letter, determined from the style that 
it must have been ivritten by the lexicographer him- 
self. The latter on his return soon undeceived 
them. “Sir," said he to Boswell, ** Goldsmith 
would no more have asked me to have wrote such a 
thing as that for him, than he would have asked me 
to feed him with a spoon, or do any thing else that 
denoted his imibecUity. Sir, had he shown it to any 
one friend, he would not have been allowed to 
publish it. Ue has, indeed, done it very well ; but 
it is a foolish thing well done. 1 suppose he has 
been so much elated with the success of his new 
comedy, that he has thought every thing that con- 
cerned him must be of importance to the public." 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Boswell in Holy-Week.— Dinner at Oglethorpe’s.— Dinner at 
Paoli’s.— The policy of truth.— Goldsmith affects independence 
of royalty — Paoli’s compliment.— Johnson’s euloginm on the 
fiddle.— Question about suicide.— Dosweirs subserviency. 

The return of Bos^well to town to his task of noting 
down the conversations of Johnson^ enables us to 
glean from his journal some scanty notices of Gold- 
smith. It was now Holy Week, a time, during 
which Johnson wao particulairly solemn in his man- 
ner and strict in his devotions. BoswcU, who was 
the imitator of the great moralist in every thing, 
assumed, of course, an extra devoutness on the pre- 
sent occasioifT ** He had an odd mock solemnity of 
tone aiid manner/' said Miss Burney, (afterwards 
Madame B' Arblay,) ** which he had acquired from 
constantly thinking, and imitating Br. Johnson." 
It would seem that he undertook to deal out some 
second-hand homilies, a la Johnwn^ for the edification 
of Goldsmith during Holy-Week. The poet, what- 
ever might be his religious feeling, had no disposition 
to be schooled by so shallow an apostle. 
said he in reply, ** as I take my shoes from the shoe- 
maker, and my coat from the tailor, so I take my 
religion from the priest.'* 

Boswell treasured up the reply in his memory or 
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Ills memorandum book. A few dri\s .itt« j waids*, tlie 
yih of April, he kept Good Friday with Ur. Johii- 
bon, in orthodox style ; breakfasted with him on fea 
and cros&buiis ; went to church with him moiJiinj^ 
and evening : fasted »;i the interval, and read with 
him in the Greek Testament; then, in the piety ol 
liii hemt, complained of the sore rebuff he had imt 
v.iih in the course of his religious exhortations to 
the poet, and lamented that the latter should indulge 
ill “this loose way of talking.” “Sir,” replied 
Johnson, “ Goldsmith knows nothing — he has made 
up his mind about nothing.” 

U'liis reply seems to have gratified the lurking 
jc lUousy of Boswell, and he has recorded it in his 
joiinnh Johnson, however, with respect to GoJd- 
smiih, and indeed with respect to everybody else, 
blew hot as well as cold, according to the humour 
he was in. Bosw'cll, who was astonished and pitxued 
at the continually increasing celebrity of tlie poet, 
observed some time after to Johnson, ima tone of 
surpiise, that Goldsmith had acquired more himc 
than till the officers of the last war who were not 
generals. “\Miy, sir,'* answered Johnson, his old 
tccling, of good-will working uppermost, “you will 
find ten thouoaivd fit to do >vhut they did, before 
you find one to do what Goldsmith has done. You 
must consider that a thing is valued according to 
its rarity. A pcbblo that paves the street, is in 
itself more useful than the diaiuuud upon a lady’s 
finger.” 

On the 13th of April we find Goldsmith and 
Johiiion at the Uiblcof old General Oglethorpe, dis- 
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cussing the question of the degeneracy of the human 
race. Cold&inith asserts the tact, and attributes it 
to the induence of luxury. Johnson denies the 
fact ; and observes, that even admitting it, luxury 
could not be tlie cause. It reached but a small 
proportion of the human race. Soldiers, on six- 
pence a day, could not indulge in luxuries : the 
poor and labouring classes, forming the great mass 
of mankind, were out of its sjdiere. Wherever it 
could roach them, it strengthened them and rendered 
them prolific. The conversation was not of particu- 
lar force or point as reported by Boswell : the dinner 
party was a very small one; in which there was no 
provocation to intellectual disjilay. 

After diruier they took tea wdth the ladies, where 
we find poor Goldsmith happy atid at home, singing 
Tony Lumpkin's song of the “ ^ree Jolly Pigeons,” 
and another, called the “Humours of Ballamaguery,” 
to a very pretty Irish tune. It was to have been in- 
troduced in “ She Stoops to Conquer,” but was left 
out, as the actress W'ho played the heroine could 
not sing. 

It was in these geni d moments that the sunshine 
of Goldsmith’s nature would break out, and he would 
say and do a thousand wliimsirn) and s^roeable things 
that made him the life of tlie stricily soi'ial circle. 
Johnson, with whom conversation was every thing, 
used to judge Goldsmith too much by his own col- 
loquial standard, and undervalue him for being less 
provided than himself with acquired facts, the 
ammunition of the tongue, and often the mere lum- 
ber of the memory; others, however, valued him 
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Jor the native felicity of his thoughts, however caie- 
Icssly expressed, and for certain good-fellow quali- 
ticB, less calculated to dazzle than to endear. “It itt 
amazing," said Johnson one day, after he himself 
had been talking like an oracle ; “ it is amazing how 
little Goldsmith knows ; he seldom comes where he 
is not more ignorant than any one else," “ Yet," 
replied Sir Joshua Hcynolds, with affectionate 
promptness, “there is no man whose company is 
more liked." 

Two or three days after the dinner at General 
Oglclhorpe's, Goldsmith met Johnson again at the 
table of General PaoH, the hero of Corsica. Marti- 
nelli, of Florence, author of an Italian History of 
England, was among the guests ; as w'as BoswcU, to 
whom we are indebted for minutes of the conversa- 
tion which took place. The question was debated 
whether Martinelli should continue his history down 
to that day. “To be sure he should," said Gold- 
smith. “No, sir;" cried Johnson, “it would give 
great offence. He would have to tell of almost all 
the living great what they did not wish told.*’ 
Goldsmith. — “ It may, perhaps, be necessary for a 
native to be more cautious ; but a foreigner, whi> 
comes among us without prejudice, may be con- 
sidered as holding the place of a judge, and may 
speak his mind freely." Johnson. — “ Sir, a foreigner^ 
when he sends a work from the press, ought to bo . 
on his guard against catching the error and mis- 
taken enthusiasm of the people among whom he 
happens to be." Goldsmith. — “Sir, he wants only 
to his. history, and to tell truth ; one an honest, 

• A 2 
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the other a laudable motive.*' Johnson, — ** Sir, they 
are both laudable motives. It is laudable in a man 
to ivish to live by his labours ; but he should write 
80 as he may live by them, not so as he may be 
knocked on the head. 1 would advise him to be at 
Calais before he publishes his history of the present 
age. A foreigner who attaches himself to a political 
party in this country, is in the worst state that can 
be imagined; he is looked Upon as a mere interined- 
dlor. A native may do it from interest." Boswell. 
— ** Or principle.** Goldsmith. — “ There ore peo- 
ple who tell a hundred political lies every day, and 
are not hurt by it. Surely, then, one may tell truth 
with perfect safety." Johnson. — “ Why, sir, in the 
first place, he who tells a hundred lies has disarmed 
the force of his lies. But, besides, a man had ra- 
ther have a hundred lies told of him, than one truth 
which he does not wish to be told." Goldsmith. — 
** For my part, Td tell the truth, and shame the 
devil." Johnson. — Yes, sir, but the devil will be 
angry. I wish to shame the devil as much as you 
do, but I should choose to be out of the reach of his 
claws." Goldsmith. — “His claws can do you no 
hurt where you have the shield of truth.** 

This last reply was one of Goldsmith’s lucky hits, 
and closed the argument in his favour. 

“We talked,’* -wTites Boswell, “of the king's 
coming to sec Goldsmith’s new play.’* “ I wish he 
would." said Goldsmith, adding, however, with an 
affected indifference, “not that it would do me the 
least good." “Well, then,” cried Johnson, huigh- 
ine “let ut say it would do hitp good. No, mt. tliis 
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affectation will not pass; — it is mighty idle. In 
Bucli a state as ours, who would not wish to please 
the chief magistrate!’* 

**1 do wish to please him/* rejoined Goldsmith. 
" I remember a line in Dryden : 

* And every poet ia the numarch’a friend,’ 

it ought to be reversed.** ‘‘Nay/* said Johnson, 
** there are finer lines in Dryden on this subicct : 

’For colleges on bounteous klnga depend. 

And never rebel was to arts a friend.’ ” 

General Paoli observed that “successful rebels might 
be.” “ Happy rebellions/* inteijected MartinelU. 
“ We have no such phrase,” cried Goldsmith. “But 
have you not the thing?** asked Paoli. “Yes,** 
replied Goldsmith, ” all our happy revolutions. 
They have hurt our constitution, and will hurt it, 
till we mend it by another uafty uevolution.” 
This was a sturdy sally of Jacobitism, that quite 
surprised Boswell, but must have been relished by 
Johnson. 

General Paoli mentioned a passage in the play, 
which had been construed into a compliment to a 
lady of distinction, whose marriage with the Duke 
of Cumberland, had excited the strong disapproba- 
tion of the king as a mesalliance. Boswell, to draw 
( foldsmith out, pretended to think the compliment 
unintentional. The poet smiled and hesitated. The 
general came to his relief. “ Monsieur Ooldsm^'th,** 
said he, “ ftt eomme la mer, guijstie des perUs et beau 
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coup (Tautres hellos choses, sans s*cn apperrevoir'* 
(Mr. Goldsmith is like the sea, in'hieh casts forth 
pearls and many other beautiful things ^vithout 
perceiving it.) 

“ Tres-bieti dit, et troS’-iUgammmt^* (very well 
said, and very elegantly,) exclaimed Goldsmith'; 
delighted with so beautiful a compliment from such 
a quarter. 

Johnson spoke disparagingly of the learning of a 
Mr. Harris, of Salisbury, and doubted his being a 
good Grecian. “ He is what is much better,*’ cried 
Goldsmith, -with prompt good nature, “he is a 
worthy, humane man.** “Nay, sir,’* rejoined the 
logical Johnson, “ that is not to the purpose of our 
argument ; that will prove that he can play upon the 
fiddle as well as Giardini, as that he is an eminent 
Grecian.** Goldsmith found he had got into a scrape, 
and seized upon Giardini to help him out of it. 
“ The greatest musical performers/* said he, dex- 
terously turning the conversation, “ have but small 
emoluments ; Giardini, 1 am told, does not get above 
seven hundred a year.** “ That is indeed but little 
for a man to get,** observed Johnson, “who does 
best that which so many endeavour to do. There is 
nothing, I think, in which the power of art is shown 
so much as in playing on the fiddle. In all other 
things we can do something at first. Any man will 
fo^e a bar of iron, if you give him a hammer ; not 
60 well as a smith, but tolerably. A man will saw 
a piece of wood, and make a box, though a clumsy 
one but give him • fiddle and fiddlestick, and hu 
can do nothing.'* 
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Tliis.upoii tlio wholt, lh«^ngh rcportpcl by the one. 
sided Boswell, is n tolerable specimen of the con- 
versations of Goldsmith and Johnson ; the former 
heedless, often illogical, always on the kind-hearted 
side of the question, and prone to redeem himself 
by lucky hits; the latter closely argumentative, 
studiously sententious, often profound, and sume- 
times laboriously prosaic. 

They had an argument a few days later at Mr. 
Thrale’s table, on the subject of suicide. “ Do 
think, sir,” said Boswell, “that all w'ho commit 
suicide are mad “Sir,** replied Johnson, “they 
arc not often universally disordered in their intellects, 
but one passion presses so upon them that they yield 
to it, and commit suicide, as a passionate man will 
stab another. I have often thought,” added he, 
“ that after a man has taken the resolution to kill 
himself, it is not courage in him to do anything, 
however desperate, because he has nothing to fear.” 
“1 don’t see that,” observed Goldsmith. “Nay, 
but my dear sir,” rejoined Johnson, “why should 
you not see what every one else does?” “Iti^,” 
replied Goldsmith, “ for fear of something that he 
has resolved to kill himself ; and will not that timid 
disposition restrain him?”, “It does not signifN,” 
pursued Johnson, “ that the fear of something ma le 
him resolve; it is upon the state of his mind, after 
the resolution is taken, that I argue. Suppose a 
man, either from fear, or pride, or conscience, oi 
whatever motive, has resolved to kill himself ; w'hen 
once tlie resolution is taken he has nothing to fear, 
lie may then go and take the King of Prussia by 
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thn nose nt the head t>f his army. IFc ciinnot fear 
The rack who is dctcriiuiu'd Ui kill himsidf." Boswell 
r<;portsno more of the discussiou, though Goldsmith 
jnight have continued it with iidvautage: for the 
very timid disposition, which through fear of some- 
thijig, was impelling the man to commit suicide, 
r.iicUt restrain him from an act, involving the pun- 
i.’.hment of the rack, more terrible to him than death 
Itself. 

r t is to he regretted in all those reports by Boswell, 
wi; h.ivo scarcely anything but the rejnarks of John- 
son ; it is only by accident that he now and then 
gives n.s the observations of others, vrhen they are 
necessary to explain or set off those of his hero. 
“When in that presence,’* says Miss Burney, “he 
was unobservant, if not contemptuous of every one 
ehe. In truth, when he met with Dr. Jhhnson, ho 
commonly forbore even answering anything that was 
said, or attending to anything that went forward, 
le.st he should miss the .smallest sound from that 
voice, to which he pai<l such exclusive, though 
merited, homage. B\it the moment that voice burst 
forth, the attention w’hich it excited on Mr, Boswell, 
amounted almost to pain. His eyes goggled with 
eageruefis ; he leant his ear almost ori^the shoulder 
of the doctor ; and his mouth dropped open to catch 
every syllable that might be uttered ; nay.^he seemed 
not only to dread losing a word, but to be anxious 
not to mhs a breathing ; as if hoping from it latently, 
or mystically, some information.'* 

On one occasion the doctor detected Boswell, or 
Bozzy, as he called him, eavesdropping behind his 
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chair, as he was conversing with Miss Burney at Mr. 
Thrale’s table. “ What arc you doinfj there, sir 
cried he, turning round angrily, and clapping his 
hand upon his knee. “ Go to the table, sir.'' 

JJ(\smt 11 obeyed with an air of affright and sub- 
mission, which raised a smile on every face. Scarce 
had he taken his scat, however, at a distance, than 
impatient to get again at the side of Johnson, ho 
rose and was running off* in quest of something to 
sliow him, when the doctor roared after him authori- 
tatively. ** Vf^hat are you thinking of, sir ? Why 
do you get up before the cloth is removed t Come 
back to yourplace^ir;" — and the obsequious spaniel 
did as he was commanded. — “ Hunning about in the 
middle of meals T’ muttered the doctor, pursing 
Lis mouth at the same time to restrain his rising 
1 isibility. 

Boswtll got another rebuff from Jolmson, which 
would have dcmolihhrd any other man. He had 
been teasing him with many direct questions, such 
as WluU did you do, sir? — What did you say, sir? 
until the grout philologist became perfectly enraged. 
•M will mtt be put to the question T roared he. 
•♦Don’t you consider, sir, that tliese are not the 
manners of a gentleman ? 1 will not be baited with 
Khat and \chy; What is this ? What is that ? Why 
is a cow’s tail long? Why is a fox’s tail bushy?” 
‘•Why, sir,” replied pil-^arlick^ “ you are so good 
that 1 venture to trouble you,” “ Sir,” replied 
Jolmson, “ my being so good Is no reason why you 
should be so iU" “ You have but two topics, sir 
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rxcluiined Itc on aiiothpr occasion, “ yourself nnd 
me, and I am sick of both." 

Boswell's inveterate disposition to toad^ was a sore 
cause of mortification to his father, the old laird of 
Auchinleck, (or Affleck,) He had been annoyed by 
his extravagant devotion to Paoli, but then he was 
something of a military hero ; but this tagging at 
the heels of Dr. Johnson, w'hom he considered a kind 
of pedagogue, set his Scotch blood in a ferment. 
“There's nae hope for Jamie, inon,*' said he to a 
friend; ** Jamie is gaen clean gyte. What do you 
think, mon? He’s done wi' Paoli ; he's off wi' the 
land>louping scoundrel of a Corsican ; and whose 
tail do you think he has pinn*d himself to now, 
mon ? A dominie^ mon ; an auld dominie : he keeped 
a schule, and cau'd it an acaadaniy." 

We shall show in-the next chapter that Jamie's 
devotion to the dominie did not go unrewarded. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Cbang«-B in the Literary dub.— Jbhnson*B objection to Garrick.— 

Election of Boewcll. 

The Literary Club (as we have termed the club in 
Gerard Strectf though it took that name some time 
later) had now been in existence several years. 
Johnson w'as exceedingly chary at first of its exclu- 
siveness, and opposed to its being augmented in 
number. Not long after its institution, Sir Joshua 
Reynolds was speaking of it to Garrick. ** I like it 
much/* said little David, briskly ; ** I think I shall 
be of you." ** When Sir Joshua mentioned this to 
Dr. Johnson," says Bosw’ell, he was much displeased 
with the actor’s conceit. ‘ He*ll be of us f growled 
he. ‘ How does he know we will permit him ? The 
first duke in England has no right to hold sucli 
language.’ ’ ' 

When Sir John llaw'kins spoke fa vonrably of Gar- 
rick’s pretensions. •* Sir/’ replied Johnson, “ he 
will disturb us by his buffoonery." In the same 
spirit he declared to Mr. Thrale, that if Garrick 
should apply for admission he would black-ball him. 
** Who, sir exolaimedThrale, with surprise ; '* Mr. 
Garrick— your friend, your companion -^black-ball 
him !" “ Why, sir," replied Johnson, ** 1 love my 

liillc David dearly —better than all or any of hi.s 
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tlatterers do ; but surely one ought to lit in a society 
like ours, 

* Unelhowed by a gameater, pimp, or player.' '* 

The exclusion from the club was a sore mortifir.a- 
tion to Garrick, though he bore it without complain- 
ing. He could not help continually to ask questions 
about it — what was going on there — whether he was 
ever the subject of conversation. By degrees the 
rigour of the club relaxed; some of the members 
i^rew negligent. Beauclerc lost his right of mem- 
bership by neglecting to attend. On his marriage, 
how'ever, with Lady Diana Spencer, daughter of the 
Duke of Marlborough, and recently divorsed from 
Viscount Bolinghroke, he had claimed and regained 
his seat in the club. The number of members had 
likewise been augmented. The proposition to in- 
crease it originated with Goldsmith. "It would" 
give,” he thought, " an agreeable variety to their 
meetings ; for there can he nothing new amongst 
us,” said he ; *' we have travelled over each other’s 
minds.” Johnson was piqued at the suggestion. 
" Sir,” said he, " you have not travelled over my 
mind, I promise you.” Sir Joshua, less confident in 
the exhaustless fecundity of his mind, felt and 
acknowledged the force of Goldsmith’s suggestion. 
Several new members, therefore had been added ; 
the first, to his great joy, w^as David Garrick. Gold- 
smith, who was now on cordial terms with him, had 
zealously promoted his election, and Johnson had 
given it his warm approbation. Another new member 
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was Beauclerc’s friend, Lord Churlemuiit: and a 
still more important one was Mr., afterwards Sir 
William Jones, the famous Orientalist, at that time 
a \oung lawyer of the Temple and a distinguished 
bcholar. 

To the great astonishment of the club, Johnson 
now proposed his devoted follower, Boswell, as u 
member. He did it in a note addressed to (iold- 
smith, who presided on the evening of the 23d of 
A:'ril. The nomination was seconded by Beauclcrc. 
.ticcurding to the rules of the club, the ballot would 
lake place at the next meeting (on the 30th) ; there 
AVMs an intervening week, therefore, in which to dis- 
cuss the pretensions of the candidate. We may 
easily imagine the discussions that took place. Bos- 
well had made himself absurd in such a variety of 
\\ ays, that the very idea of his admission was ex- 
ceedingly irkbotne to some of the members. “The 
lionour of being elected into the Turk's Head Club,'* 
said the Bishop of St. Asaph, *' is not inferior to 
that of being representative of Westminster and 
Surrey:" what had Boswell done to merit such an 
honoiH- ? What chance had he of gaining it ? The 
answer was simple: he had been the persevering 
worshipper, if not sycophant of Johnson. The gi'cat 
lexicographer hud a heart to be won by apparent 
affection; he stood forth authoritatively in support 
of his vassal. If asked to state tlie merits of the 
candidate, he summed them up in an indefinite but 
comprehensive w'ord of his own coming : he was 
cluinthle. He moreover gave significant hints that if 
B >bwell were kept out he should oppose the admii-: 
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sion of any other candidate. No further opposition 
was made ; in fact none of the moinbers had been so 
fastidious and exclusive in regard to the club as 
Johnson himself ; and if he were pleased, they were 
easily satisfied : besides, they knew that with all his 
faults, Boswell was a cheeiful companion, and pos- 
sessed lively social qualities. 

On Friday, when the ballot was to take place, 
Beauclerc gave a dinner, at his house in the Adelphi, 
where Boswell met several of the members who 
were favourable to his election. After dinner the 
latter adjourned to the club, leaving Boswell in 
company with Lady Bi Beauclerc until the fate of 
his election should be known. He sat, he says, 
in a state of anxiety which even the charming con- 
^versation of Lady Bi could not entirely dissipate. 
It was not long before tidings were brought of his 
election, and he was conducted to the place of meet- 
ing, where, beside th** company he had met at 
dinner, Burke, Br. Nugent, Garrick, Goldsmith, 
and Mr, William Jones were waiting to receive him. 
The club, notwithstanding all its learned dignity in 
the eyes of the world, could at times ** unbend and 
play the fool" as well as less important bodies. 
^Some of its jocose conversations have at times leaked 
out, and a society in which Goldsmith could venture 
to sing his song of **an old woman tossed in a 
blanket," could not be so very staid in its gravity. 
We may suppose, therefore, the jokes that had been 
passing among the members while awaiting the 
arrival of BoswelL Beauclerc himself could not 
have repressed his disposition for a sarcastic pleas- 
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antry. At Isast we have a right to presume all this 
from the conduct of Dr. Juhnsttn hiinsolf. 

With all his gravity he poshcsscrl a deep fund ot 
quiet humour, and felt a kind of whimsicfil responsi- 
bility to protect the club from the absurd propensities 
of the very questionable associate he had thus in- 
dicted on them. Rising, therefore, as Boswell entered, 
he advanced with a very doctoriid air, placed himscli 
behind a chair, on which he leaned as on a desk or 
pulpit, and then delivered, ex cathedra^ a mock 
solemn charge, pointing out the conduct expected 
from him as a good member of the club ; what he 
was to do, and especially what he was to avoid ; in- 
cluding in the latter, no doubt, all those petty, prying, 
questioning, gossiping, babbling habits which had 
60 often grieved the spirit of the lexicographer. It 
is to be regretted that Boswell has never thought 
proper to note down the particulars of this charge, 
which, from the well known characters and positions 
of the parties, might have furnished a parallel to the 
noted charge of Launcclot Gobbo to his dog. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

Dinner at Dilly’a.— Conversations on natural history.— lutcrmcil- 
dlingof Boswell.— Dispute about toleration. — Johnson’s lobuif 
to Goldsmith— bis .apology. — ^Man-worsliip.— Doctors Major niul 
Minor.— A farewell liait. 

A FEW days after the serio-comic scone of the eleva- 
tion of Boswell into the Literary Club, we find that 
indefatigable biographer giving particulars of a din- 
ner at the Dillya, booksellers in the Poultry, at which 
he met Goldsmith and Johmson, with several other 
literary characters. His anecdotes of the conversa- 
tion, of course, go to glorify Dr. Johnson ; for, as 
he observes in his biography, “his conversation 
alone, or what led to it, or W'as interwoven with it, 
is the business of this work.*’ Still on the present, 
as on other occasions, he gives unintentional and 
perhaps uji avoidable gleams of Goldsmith’s gO(jd 
sense, which show that the latter only wanted a less 
prejudiced and more impartial reporter, to put down 
the charge of colloquial incapacity so unjustly fixed 
upon him. The conversation turned upon the 
natural history of bird.s, a beautiful subject, on 
w'hich the poet, from his recent studies, his habits 
of observation, and his natural tastes, must have 
talke<l with instruction and feeling ; yet, though we 
have imieh of what Johnson said, we have only a 
cojkUHl remark or two of Goldsmith. One was on 
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the migration ot swallows, which he pronounced 
partial; “the stronger uin-a,*’ sunl he, “migrate* 
the others do not." 

Johnson denied to the brute creation the faculty 
of reason. “Birds," said he, “build by instinct; 
they never improve ; they build their first nest os 
w'ellaa any one they ever build." “Yet wo see," 
observed Goldsmith, “ if you take away a bird's nest 
with the eggs in it, she will make a slighter nest and 
lay again.*' “Sir," replied Jolinson, “that is be- 
cau'30 at first she has full time, and makes her nest 
deliberately. In the case you mention, she is pressed 
to lay, and must, therefore, make her nest quickly, 
and consequently it will be slight." *' The nidiiica- 
tionof birds," rejoined Goldsmith, “is what is least 
known in natural history, though one of tlic itiost 
curious things in it." While conversation was going 
(in in this placid, agreeable and instructive manner, 
the eternal meddler and busy-body Boswell, muat 
intrii(‘c to put it in a brawl The Dillys were dis- 
senters; two of their guests were dissenting clergy- 
men ; another, Mr. Toplady, was a clergyman of the 
established church. Johnson, himself, was a zealous, 
uncompromising churchman. None but a marplot 
like Boswell, would have thought on such Itii o^- 
sion, and in such company, to bro^h the subject of 
religious toleration ; but, as has been well observed, 
“ it was his perverse inclination to introduce subjects 
that he h ped would produce diiference and debate." 
In the present instance he gained his point. An 
animated dispute immediately arose, in which, 
according to Boswell’s report, Johnson monopolized 



Ol.lVKIl (JoLDSMlTir. 


thf* fi;reiiU*r part of the conversation ; not 
tnwting the cliascnting clcrgymoji witli tlie gifate^t 
courtesy, and even once wounding the feelings of 
the loild and amiable Rennet Langton by his 
harshness. 

Goldsmith mingled a little in the dispute, and 
with some advantage, but was cut short by flat, con- 
tradictious when most in the right. lie sat for a 
time silent but impatient under such overbearing 
dogmatism, though Boswell, with his usual misin- 
terpretation, attributes his “restless agitation” to 
a wish to get in and shine. “ Finding himself ex- 
cluded,” continues Boswell, “ he had taken his hat 
to go away, but remained for a time with it in his 
hand, like a gamester, who at the end of a long 
niglit, lingers for a-little while to see if he can havi? 
a favourable opportunity to flnish with success.’* 
Once he was beginning to speak, when he was over- 
powered by the loud voice of Johnson, who was at 
the opposite end of the table, and did not perceive 
his attempt ; whereupon he threw down, as it were, 
his hat and his argument, and, darting an angry 
glance at Johnson, exclaimed in a bitter tone, 
“ Taka it.'' 

Just then one of the disputants w'as beginning to 
speak, wh^ Johnson uttering some sound, as if 
about to interrupt him. Goldsmith, according to 
Boswell, seized the oppenrtunity to vent his own 
t nr;/ and spleen under pretext of supporting atiother 
p(M-son. “ Sir,'* said he to Johnson, ** the gentleman 
h heard you patiently for an hour ; pray allow us 
now to hear him.** It was a reproof in the lexico- 
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fSrnplK r’s own style, ainl he may have felt that lu» 
iiuiitid it; but he was not accustomed to be re- 
proved. “ Sir," said he, sternly, “I was not inter- 
rupting the gentleman; 1 was only giving him a 
signal of my attention. Sir, yoti ore impertinent,’* 
Goldsmith made no reply, but after some time went 
away, having another engagement. 

That evening, as RuswoU W'ss on the way witli 
Johnson and Langton to the club, he seized the 
occasion to make some disparaging remarks on Gold- 
smith, which he thought would just then be accept- 
able to the great lexicographer. •* It was a pity,' 
he said, ** that Goldsmith would, on every occasion, 
endeavour to shine, by which he so often exposed 
liiiubclf.'’ Langton contrasted him with Addison, 
%%1io, content with the fame of his writings, acknow- 
ledged himself unfit for conversation; and on being 
laxed by a lady with silence in company, replied, 
“ Madam, I have but nine-pence in ready money, 
but I can draw for a thousand pounds." To this 
lloswell rejoined, that Gh>ldBmith had a great deal 
of gold in his cabinet, but was always taking out his 
liiiirtc, ” Yes, sir," chuckled Johnson, and that so 
often an empty purse." 

11 y the time Johnson arrived at the club, how'cvj r 
his angry feelings had subsided, and his native gene, 
rosity and sense of justice had got the uppermost. 
He found Goldsmith in company with Burke, Gar- 
rick, and other members, but sitting silent and apart 
" brooding/' as Boswell says^ •* over the reprimand 
he had received." Johnson’s good heart yearned 
towards him ; and knowing his placable nature, ** 1*U 
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make Goldsmith forgive me/' whispered he ; 
with a loud voice, **I)r. Goldsmith,’' said hc^ 

Homething passed to-day where you and I dined— 
/ twA your pardon** The ire of the poet was ex- 
tinguished in an instant, and his grateful affection 
for the magnanimous though sometimes overbearing 
moralist, rushed to his heart. It must be much 
from you, sir,” said he, ** that I take ill !” “ And 
BO,” adds Boswell, “ the 'difference was over, and 
they were on as easy terms as ever and Goldsmith 
rattled away as usual.” We do not think these 
stories tell to the poet’s disadvantage, even though 
related by Boswell. 

Goldsmith, with all his modesty, could not be 
ignorant of his proper merit; and must have felt 
annoyed at times at being undervalued and elbowed 
aside, by light-minded or dull men, in their blind 
and exclusive homage to the literary autocrat. It 
was a fine reproof he gave to Boswell on one oc- 
casion, for talking of Johnson as entitled to the 
honour of exclusive superiority. ** Sir, you are for 
making a monarchy what should be a republic.” 
On another occasion, when he was 'conversing in 
company with great vivacity, and apparently to the 
satisfaction of those around him, an honest Swiss 
who sat near, one George Michael Moser, keeper of 
the Royal Academy, perceiving Dr. Johnson roll- 
ing himself as if about to speak, exclaimed, ** Stay, 
stay ! Toctor Shonson is going to say some- 
thing.” “And are you sure, sir,” replied Gold- 
smith, sharplv, ” that you can comprehend what he 
iwyt?" 
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This clever rebuke, which gives the main zest to 
the anecdote, is omitted by Boswell, who probably 
did not perceive the point of it. 

He relates another anecdote of the kind on the 
authority of Johnson himself. The latter and Gold- 
smith were one evening in company with the Rev. 
George Graham, a master of Eton, who, notwith- 
standing the sobriety of his cloth, had got intoxicated 
** to about the pitch of looking at one man and talk- 
ing to another.'* “ Doctor,** cried he in an ecstacy 
of devotion and good-will, but goggling by mistake 
upon Goldsmith, “ 1 should be glad to see 3^011 at 
Eton.'* **1 shall be glad to wait upon you,** replied 
Goldsmith.** **No, no!** cried the other eagerly; 
** ’tis not you I mean, Doctor Minor, 'tie Doctor 
Major there?** “You may easily conceive,** said 
Johnson in relating the anecdote, “what effect this 
had upon Goldsmith, who was irascible as a hornet.” 
The only comment, however, which he is said to 
have made, partakes more of quaint and dry huinour 
than bitterness : ** 'That Graham,’* said he, “ u 
enough to make one commit suicide.*' What moiv 
could be said to express the intolerable nui!»uiice of 
a consummate boro } 

We have now given the last scenes between Gold- 
smith and Johnson which stand recorded by Boswell. 
The latter called on the poet a few days after the 
dinner at Billy's to take leave of him prior to de- 
parting for Scotland ; yet, even in this last in ter \ ic w, 
he contrives to get up a charge of “jealousy and 
envy.'* Goldsmith, he would fain persuade us, is 
Tiry Hngiy that Johnson is going to travel with him 
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in Scotland ; and endeavours to persuade him that 
he mil bo a dead weight ** to lug along through the 
Highlands and Hebrides.^* Any one else, knowing 
the character and habits of Johnson, would have 
thought the same ; and no one but Boswell would 
have supposed his office of bear-leader to the ursa 
major a thing to be envied.* 

* One of Peter Pindar’s (Dr. Woloot) most amuRinur jeux 
€e*prii is his congratulatory epistle to Boswell on this tour, of 
which we subjoin a few lines. 

O Boswell, Bozzy, Bruce, whate’er thy name. 

Thou mighty shark for anecdote and fame ; 

Thou Jackal, leading lion Johnson forth, 

To eat M'Pherson 'midst his native north ; 

To frighten grave professors with his roar. 

And shake the Uebrides from shore to shore. 

Bleaa’d be thy labours, most adventurous Bozzy, 

Bold rival of Sir John and Dome Piozzi ; 

Heavens I with what laurels shall thy bead be crown’d I 
A grove, a forcsti shall thy ears surround ! 

Yes I whilst the Rambler shall a comet blaze. 

And gild a world of darkness with bis rays, 

Thee, too, that world with wonderment shall hail, 

A livelji houndng cracker at his tail ! 
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. CHAPTER XLII. 

Troir-i I of a Dlrtioniiry of Artn and Sciences.— IMnappointment.— 
Nt'f^liKent authoT<ship.* -Application for a pension.— Boattie’e 
Kamy on Truth. — Public adnlutian.— A high-iuiniled re- 
buke. 

The works which Goldsmith had still in hand being 
already paid for, and the money gone, some new 
scheme must be devised to provide for the past and 
the future — for impending debts which threateni'd 
to crush him, and expenses which were continually - 
increasing. He now projected a work of greater 
compass than any he had yet undertaken ; a Die- 
tioinury of Arts and Sciences on a comprehensive 
scale, which was to occupy a number of volumes. 
For this he received promises of assistance from 
several powerful hands. Johnson was to contribute 
an article on ethics ; Burke, an abstract of his Essay 
ou the Sublime and beautiful, an essay on the 
* Berklcyan system of philosophy, and others on po- 
litical science; Sir Joshua Reynolds, an essay on 
painting ; and Garrick, while he undertook on his 
own part to furnish an essay on acting, engaged Dr. 
Burney to contribute an article on music. Here was 
a great array of talent positively engaged, while 
other writers of eminence were to be sought tor tne 
various departments ‘)f science. Goldsmith w to 
.(lit the wliolc. Au undo: taking of this kind, while 
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it did not incessantly task and exhaust his inventive 
powers by original composition, would give agree- 
able and profitable exercise to his taste and judg- 
ment in selecting, compiling, and arranging, and he 
calculated to diffuse over the whole the acknowledged 
graces of liis style. 

He drew up a prospectus of the plan, which is 
said by Bishop Percy, who saw it, to have been 
written with uncommon ability, and to have had 
that perspicuity and elegance for which his writings 
:)re remarkable. This paper, unfortunately, is no 
longer in existence. 

Cioldsmith's expectations, always sanguine re- 
fiptx'ting any new plan, were raised to an extraor- 
dinary height by the present project ; and well they 
might be, when we consider the powerful coadjutors 
alieady pledged. They w’erc doomed, however, to 
ruiuplete disappointment. Davies, the bibliopole of 
ltu>.sell-stroet, lets us into the secret of this failure. 
‘•The booksellers," said he, ‘'notwithstanding they 
liiid a very good opinion of his abilities, yet were 
naitlodatthe bulk, importance, and expense of so 
great an undertaking, the fate of which was to de- 
pend upon the industry of a man with whose indo- 
lence of temper and method of procrastination they 
had long been acquainted." 

Goldsmith certainly gave reason for some such 
distrust by the hcedlessness with which he conducted 
his literary undertakings. Those unfinished, hut 
paid for, would be suspended to make way for sonic 
job that was to prtivide for present necessities. 
Those thus hastily taken up would be as hastily 
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executed, and the whole, however pressing, would 
be shoved aside and left ** at loose ends,” on some 
sudden call to social enjoyment or recreation. 

Cradock tells us that on one occasion, when 
Ooldsniitli was hard at work on his Natural History, 
he sent to Dr. Percy and himself, entreating tliem 
to finish some pages of his work which lay upon his 
table, and for which the press was urgent, he being 
detained by other engagements at Windsor. They 
met by appointment at his chambers in the Temph-, 
where they found everything in disorder, and costly 
books l)dng scattered about on the tables and on the 
floor ; many of the books on natural history which 
he had recently consulted lay open among uncor- 
rected proof-sheets. The subject in hand, and from 
which he had suddenly broken off, related to birds. 
“ Do you know any thing about birds r” asked Dr. 
Percy, smiling. ‘‘Not an atom,” replied Cradock ; 
“ do you ?” “ Not I ! I scarcedy know a goose from 
a sw'an ; however, let us try what we can do.” They 
set to work and completed their friendly task . G old- 
smith, however, when he came to revise it, ma/le 
such alterations that they could neither of them re- 
cognize their own share. The engagement at Wind- 
sor, which had thus caused Goldsmith to break off 
suddenly from his multifiuio u s engagements, was a 
party of pleasure with some literary ladies. Another 
anecdote was current, illustrative of the carelessness 
with which he executed works requiring accuracy 
and research. On the 22d of June he had received 
payment in advance for a Grecian History in two 
volumes, though only one was finished. As he waa 
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pushing on doggedly at the second Tolume, Gibbon, 
the histoi-ian, called in. ” You are the man of all 
others 1 wish to see/’ cried the poet, glad to be saved 
the trouble of reference to his books. “ What was 
the name of that Indian king who gave AlcxandL-r 
the Great so much trouble?*' “Montezuma/* re- 
plied Gibbon, sportively. The heedless author wns 
about committing the name to paper without rcHee- 
tion, when Gibbon pretended to recollect himseli', 
and gave the true name, Porua. 

This story, very probably, was a sportive cxag;j[or.!- 
tion ; but it was a .multiplicity of anecdotes like tin . 
and the preceding one, some true and some ihlx', 
which had impaired the confidence of booksellers in 
Ooldsmith, as a man to be relied on lor a task re- 
quiring wide and accurate research, and close and 
long continued application. The project of the 
Universal Dictionary, therefore, met with no en- 
couragement, and feu through. , 

The failure of this scheme, on which he had built 
such spacious hopes, sank deep into Goldsmith’s 
heart. He was still further grieved and mortified 
by the failure of an effort made by some of his 
friends to obtain for him a pension from government. 
There had been a talk of the disposition of tlie 
ministry to extend the bounty of the crown to dis- 
tinguished literary men in pecuniary difficulty, with- 
out regard to their political creed : when the merits 
and claims of Goldsmith, however, were laid before 
them, they met no favour. The sin of sturdy indc- 
pimdenee lay at his door. He had refused to bf'comc 
■I iM.iusterial hack when offered a rntft' bfnr'-h*: 
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I'arson Scott, the cabinet emissary. The woiuU-rin; 2 ; 
parson had left him in poverty and gatret," and 
there the ministry were disposed to suffer him to 
remain. 

In the meantime Dr. Beattie comes out with his 
Essay on Truth, and all the orthodox world mo 
thrown into a paroxysm of contagious ecstasy, lie 
is cried up as the great champion of Christianity 
against the attacks of modern philosophers and in- 
fidels ; he is ^ted and flattered in every way. lie 
receives at Oxford the honorary degree of doctor < d' 
civil law, at the same time with Sit Joshua Ko) - 
nolds. The king sends for him, praises liis Essay, 
and gives him a pension of <two hundred pounds. 

Goldsmith feels more acutely the denial of a pen- 
sion to himself when one has thus been given un- 
solicited to a man he might without vanity consider 
so much his inferior. He was not one to conceal hits 
feelings. ** Here’s such a stir,” said he one day at 
Thralc’s table, ** about a fellow that has written one 
^ book, and I have written so many '.** 

*' Ah, Doctor!” exclaimed Johnson, in one of his 
caustic moods, “ there go two and forty sixpences, 
you know, to one guinea.” This is one of the cpit.s 
at poor Goldsmith in which Johnson went control y 
to head and heart in his love for saying what 
called a **good thing.” No one knew better than 
himself the comparative superiority of the writings 
nf Goldsmith ; but the Jingle of the sixpences and 
the guinea wits not to be resisted. 

“T5very body/' exclahnod Mrs. Tlirnlo, *‘lr*vis 
T)i, Beattie, Out G iddiiiith, who siins lie cannot bear 
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thf» sight of so much applause as they all bestow upon 
him. Did he not tell us so himself no one would 
believe he was so exceedingly ill-natured." 

He told them so himself because he m'os too open 
and unreserved to disguise his feelings, and because 
he really considered the praise lavished on Beattie 
extravagant, as in fact it was. It was all, of course, 
set down to sheer envy and uncharitableness. To 
add to his annoyance, he found his friend, Sir Joshua 
Beynolds, joining in the universal adulation. He 
had painted a full length portrait of Beattie decked 
in the doctor’s robes in which he had figured at Ox- 
ford, with the Essay on Truth under his arm, and 
the angel of truth at his side, while Voltaire figured 
iiH one of the demons of infidelity, sophistry, and 
falsehood, driven into utter darkness. 

Goldsmith hod known Voltaire in early life ; he 
had been his admirer and his biographer; he grieved 
to find him receiving such an insult from the classic 
pencil of his friend. “ It is unworthy of you," said 
he to Sir Joshua, ** to debase so high a genius as 
Voltaire before so mean a writer as Beattie. Beattie 
and his book will be forgotten in ten years, while 
Voltaire’s fame will last for ever. Take care it docs 
d(jcs not perpetuate this picture to the shame of 
such a man as you." This noble and high-minded 
rebuke is the only instance on record of any re- 
proachful words between the poet and the painter ; 
and we axe happy to find that it did not destroy the 
harmony of their intercourse. 
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CHAPITER XLIII. 

Toll witliout hope. — The Poet In the green-room — in the flower 
garden— -at Vaushall— diMipation without gaiety.— Cnuh^ck in 
town — fnendly sympathy— parting scene— an invitation to 
pleasure. 

Thwarted in the plans and disappointed in the hopca 
which had recently cheered and animated him, 
Goldsmith found the labour at his half-finished tasks 
doubly irksome from the consciousness that the com- 
pletion of them could not reliere him firoiu his 
pecuniary embarrassments. His impaired health, 
also, rendered him less capable than formerly ot 
sedentary application, and continual perplexities 
disturbed the flow of thought necessary for original 
composition. He lost hia usual gaiety and good- 
humour, and became, at times, peevish and irritable. 
Too proud of spirit to seek sympathy or relief from 
his friends, for the pecuniary difficulties he had 
brought upon himself by his errors and extrava- 
gance ; and unwilling, perhaps, to make known their 
amount, lie buried his cares and anxieties in his own 
bosom, and endeavoured in company to keep up his 
usual air of gaiety and unconcern. This gave his 
conduct an appearance of - fltfulness and caprice, 
varying suddenly from inr>odiness to ihirth, and from 
kilent gravity to shallow laughter; causing surprise 
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nnd ridioulo in those who were not aware of the 
sickness of heart whioli lay beneath. 

His poetical reputation, too, was sometimes a dis- 
advantage to him; it drew upon him a notoriety 
which he was not always in the mood or the vein to 
act up to. ** Good heavens, Mr. Foote," exclaimed 
an actress at the Haymarket theatre, ** what a hum- 
drum kind of man Dr. Goldsmitli appears in our 
’ green-room compared with the figure he makes in 
his poetry !" “ The reason of that, madam," replied 
^'oote, ** is because the muses are better company 
than the players." 

Beauclerc*^ letters to hia friend, Lord Charlemont, 
M'ho was absent in Ireland, give us now and then an 
indication of the whereabout of the poet during the 
present year. ** I have been but once to the club 
since you left England," writes he ; “ we were en- 
tertained, as usual, with Goldsmith’s absurdity." 
With Beauclerc everything was absurd that was not 
polished and pointed. In another letter he threatens, 

' unless Lord Charlemont returns to England, to bring 
over the whole club, and let them loose upon him to 
drive him home by their peculiar habits of annoy- 
ance— Johnson sh^l spoil his books; Goldsmitli 
shall pull his /hwirs ; and last, and most intolerable 
of all, Bosw^l sh^l— talk to him. It would appear 
that the poet, who had a passion for flowers, was apt 
to pass much of hit time in the garden when on a 
visit to a country teat, much to the detriment of the 
flower-beds and the despair of the gardener. 

The summer wore heavily away with Goldsmith. 
He had not his usual solace of a country retreat ; 
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Ills health was impaired and his spirits depressed. 
Sir Joshua Keynolds* who perceived the state of his 
initid, kindly' gave him much of his company. In 
tIic course of their interchange of thought, Gold- 
smith suggested to him the story of XJgolino, as a 
>iibjcct for his pencil. The painting founded on it 
j »*niains a memento of their friendship. 

On the 4th of August we find them together at 
Vauxhull ! at that time a place in high vogue, and 

hich had once been to Goldsmith a scene of oriental 
splendour and delight. We have, in fact, in the 
( 'itizen of the World, a picture of it as it had struck 
him in former years and in his happier moods. 
“Upon entering the gardens,” says the ChiiiOHe 
l)hilo.sopher, ** I found every sense occupied with 
more than expected pleasure ; the lights every 
where glimmering tliruugh the scarcely-moving 
tiees ; the full-bodied concert bursting on the still- 
ness of the night ; the natural concert of the birds 
ill the more retired part of the grove, vicing with 
that which was formed by art; the company gaily 
dressed, looking satisfaction, and the tables spread 
with various delicacies, all conspired ten fill my 
imagination with the visionary hajipinesB of the 
Arabian lawgiver, and lifted me into an ccstacy of 
admiration."* 

Everything now, however, is seen with different 
eyes ; with him it is dissipation without pleasure ; 
and he finds it impossible any longer, by mingling 
in the gay and giddy throng of apparently prosper- 
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ouM ami happy beings, to escape from Uie carking 
enre which is clinging to his heart. 

ills kind triend, Cradock, came up to town towards 
autumn, when all the fashionable world was in the 
country, to give his wife the beneiit of a skilful 
dentist. Ho took lodgings in Norfolk-street, to be 
in Goldsmith's neighbourhood, and passed most of 
his mornings with him. found him," he says 
“much altered and at times very low. He wished 
me to look over and revise some of his works ; but, 
with a select friend or two, I was more pressing that 
he should publish by subscription his two celebrated 
poems of the Traveller and the Deserted Village 
with notes." The idea of Cradock was, that the 
subscription would enable w^ealthy persons, favoura- 
ble to Goldsmith, to contribute to his pecuniary 
relief without wounding his pride. “ Goldsmith," 
said he, “readily gave up to me his private copies, 
and said, * Pray do what you please with them.* 
But whilst he sat near me, he rather submitted to 
than encouraged my zealous proceedings. 

“ 1 one morning called upon him, however, and 
found him infinitely better than I had expected ; 
and, in a kind of exulting style, he exclaimed, * Here 
are some of the best of my prose writings ; I have 
&em hard at worh since midnight, and 1 desire you to 
examine them.* * These,' said I, 'are excellent in- 
deed.* * They are,* replied he, ' intended as an in- 
troduction to a body of arts and sciences.* ** 

Poor Goldsmith ^as, in fact, gathering together 
the fragments of bis shipwreck ; the notes and 
essays, and memoranda collected for his dictionary, 
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And proposed tu found on tlu'iu ii work iii two 
voliiines, to be entitled “ A Siu voy of ExpcTiinental 
FSUossoiihy.’’ 

The plan of the subscription came to notliing, ;nid 
tiic projected survey never was executed. The heud 
might yet devise, but the heart was failing him ; lus 
talent at hoping, w'hich gave him buoyancy to cai rv 
out his enterprises, was almost at an end. 

Cradock's farewell scene with him is told in a sim- 
ple but touching manner. 

“ The day before 1 Avastoset out for I^eicestcrshire, 
1 insisted upon his dining with us. He replied, ‘ 1 
will, but on one condition, that you will not ask me 
to eat anything.* ‘Nay,* said I, ‘ this answer is ab- 
solutely unkind, for 1 had hoped, us we are supplied 
from the Crown and Anchor, that you Avould have 
named sometliuig youmigh^- have relished.* * Well,’ 
Wiis the reply, ‘if you wih out explain it tu Mi». 
Cradock, I Avill cci tainly wait upon you.* 

“ rhe doctor found, as usual, at my apartments, 
newspapers a)id pamphlets, and with a pen and ink 
he amused himself as well as he could. I had or- 
dered from the tavern some tish, a roasted joint of 
lamb, and a tart ; and the doctor either sat dow'ii or 
walked about just as he pleased. After dinner he 
took some wine with biscuits; but I was obliged 
soon to leave him for a while, as 1 had matters to 
settle prior to my next day's journey. On my re- 
iv.m coffee w'as ready, and the doctor appeared more 
cbffcrful, (for Mrs. Cradock was always rather a 
favourite with him), and in the evening he en- 
dvavoured tu ulk and lemark as usual, but nil was 

• L 
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force. He stayed till midnight, and I insisted on 
seeing him safe home, and we most cordially shook 
hands at the Temple gate.” Cradock little thought 
that this was to be their final parting. He looked 
back to it with mournful recollections in after years, 
and lamented that he had not remained longer in 
town at every inconvenience, to solace the poor 
broken-spirited poet. 

'fhe latter continued in town all the autumn. At 
the opening of the Opera House, on the 20th of 
November, Mrs. Yates, an actress whom he held in 
great esteem, delivered a poetical exordium of his 
com]iositi(in. Beauclerc, in a letter to Lord Charle- 
mont, pronounced it very good, and predicted that 
it would soon be in all the papers. It does not ap- 
pear, however, to have been ever published. In his 
Htful state of mind Goldsmith may have taken no 
emre about it, and thus it has been lost to the world, 
although it was received with great applause by a 
crowded and brilliant audience. 

^ A gleam of sunshine breaks through the gloom 
\ that was gathering over the poet. Towards the end 
' ot' the year he receives another Christmas invitation 
to Barton. A country Christmas ! with all the cor- 
diality of the fireside circle, and the joyous revelry 
of the o^en haU — what a contrast to the loneliness 
of a bachelor’s chambers in the Temple 1 It is not 
to be resisted. But how is poor Goldsmith to raise 
the ways and means ? His purse is empty ; his 
booksellers are already in advance to him. As a last 
r^^ource, he applies to Garrick. Their mutual in- 
timacy at Barton may have suggested him as aa 
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nltemative. The old loan of forty pounds has never 
iK^cn paid ; and Newbery's note, pledged as a security. 
Ins never been taken up. An additional loan of 
st\ty pounds is now asked for, thus increasing the 
loAii to one hundred; to insure the payment, he now 
oifers, besides Newbery's note, the transfer of the 
comedy of the Good-natured Man to Drury Lane, 
with such alterations as' Garrick may suggest. 
Garrick, in reply, evades the offer of the altered 
comedy, alludes significantly to a new one which 
Goldsmith had talked of -writing for him, and offers 
to furnish the money required on his own acceptance. 

The reply of Goldsmith bespeaks a hearts brimful 
of gratitude and overflowing with fond anticipations 
of Barton and the smiles of its fair residents. ** My 
dear friend," writes he, ** I thank you. I wish I 
could do something to servo you. 1 shall have n 
comedy for you in a season, or two at farthest, that 
I believe will be worth your acceptanpc, for I fincy 
I will make it a fine thing. You shall have the re- 
fusal. * * • • I will draw upon you one month 
after date for sixty pounds, and your acceptance wilk 
be ready money, pari of which I want to go down to * 
Barton with. May God preserve my honest little 
man, for he has my heart.— Ever, 

“ OurvER Goldsmith." 

And having thus scrambled together a little xiocket- 
money, by hard contrivance, poor Goldsmith turns 
his back upon care and trouble, and Temple quarters, 
to forget for a time his desolate bachelorhood in the 
familv circle and a Christmas fireside at Barton. 

• c 3 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

A return lo drtidgery — forced gaiety — retreat to the countr}— 
the iMM*m of Retaliation. - Rortrait of Garrick— of Coldemith. — 
of l.t ynoldH.—llluesa of Die Poet~hi* death— grief of hi* 
fHiiulfl.— A .i8t word respecting tlu- Jessaniy Bride. 

Tiiu lisirtoii u ^tivitics arc over ; Ciiristmas, vvith all 
its home-felt revelry of the heart, has passed like f 
dream; the Jessamy Bride has beamed her last smile 
upon the poor poet, and the early part of 1774 finds 
him ip. bis now dreary bachel.*r abode in the Temple, 
toiling fitfully and hopelessly at a mnltiplieity of 
ta^ks. Ills Anunritcd Nature, s » J . dt hayed, so 
often interrupted, h at length annour.' od for publica- 
tion, though it has yet lo receive a few finishing 
tnuohes. He is preparing a tlurd History of England, 
to be compressed and condensed in one volume, for 
the use of schools. He is revising his Inquiry into 
Polite Learning, for whicli he rectuvts the pittance 
of five guineas, much needed in his present scanti- 
ness of purse; he ia arranging his Survey of Ex- 
perimental Pliilosophy, and ho is transl&ting the 
Comic Romance of Scarron. Such la a part of tho 
various labours of a drudging, depressing kind, by 
which his head is made wiong and his heart faint. 
•* If there is a mental drudgery.” says Sir Walter 
{'intt, ** which loMtfik the spirits ainl lacerates tho 
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nerves, like the toil of a slave, it is that which is ex- 
acted by literary com]»Ofcitii)n, when the heart is not 
in unison with the work upon which ilie In iul n 
employed. Add to the unhappy author’s lask sick- 
ness, sorrow, ilr^ ?>ressiirc of uiifavourublo cu - 
cumstanecs, and the labour of the bondsman becomes 
light in comparison." (ioldsniilh again makes an 
elf(jrt to rally his spiiits by going into gay so- icly. 
" Our club," writes lleau lore to Charlemont, on to.* 
T2th of February, “ u.is dw indled away to nodilng. 
Sir JoMimi 'uid flrldsinitU have got into Hiich a 
round ot‘ pleasures lluit they have no liine." This 
kKows how little Beauclerc was the companion of tho 
poctV Hiind, or of'uld judge of him below the surface. 
Hoyuolds, the kind p »v»iciptttor in joylcsi d'ssipation, 
could have told a dilfcjcnt story of his compamon'a 
lienit-sick gaiety. 

In this foic^'d mood (Toldsinith gave entcrtiiin- 
incnts in his ch.ambers in th - Temple ; the last ol 
which was a dinner to Johnson, Ileynolds, and others 
of hift intimates, who partook with sorrow and 
reluctance of his imprudent hospitality. The first 
couisie vexed them by its niTdless profusion. When 
a second, equally extravagant, was seivcd up, John- 
son and Koynolds declined to partake of it ; the rest 
of the company, understanding their motives, fol- 
lowed their c sample, and the dishes went from tho 
table unt'.sted. (ioldsmith felt sensibly this silent 
arid well-inti||||i4*^d rebuke. 

The gaieties of society, however, cannot medicine 
for any lengtli of time a mind diseased. Wearied 
by the distractiens and harassed by the exnenses of a 
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town life, wliich he had not the discretion to regulate. 
Goldsmith took the resolution, too tardily adopted^ 
of retiring to the serene quiet, and clieapand health- 
ful pleasures of the country, and of passing only two 
months of the year in. London, lie accordingly 
made arrangements to sell his right in the 'I'emplu 
chambers, and in the month of Mui'ch retired to his 
country quarters at Hyde, there to devote himself 
to toil. At this dispirited juncture when inspiration 
seemed to be at an end, and the poetic fire ex- 
tinguished, a dpark fell on his combustible imagina- 
tion and set it in a blaze. 

He belonged to a temporary association of men of 
talent, some of them members of the Literary Club, 
who dined together occasionally at the St. James’s 
Coffee-house, At these dinners, as usual, he was 
one of the last to arrive. On one occasion, w'hen he 
was more ^latory than usual, a whim seized the 
company to wTite epitaphs on him, as **The Into 
Dr. Goldsmith," and several were thrown off in a 
pla)'ful vein, lutting off his peculiarities. The only 
one extant was written by Garrick, and has been 
preserved, very probably, by its pungency : 

** Here lies poet Goldsmith, for shortness called Noll, 

Who WToto like an ai^l, bat talked like poor poll.” 

Goldsmith did not relish the sarcasm, especially 
os coming from such a quarter. He w’as not very 
ready at repartee ; but he took his time, and in tht* 
interval of 'His^arious tasks, concocted a series of 
epigrama^ sketches, under the title of Retaliation, 
in" which the characters of hli distinguished inti- 
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mates were admirably hit off, with a mixture of 
generous praise and good-humoured raillery, in faet, 
tlie poem for its graphic truth, its nice discrimina- 
tion, its terse good sense, and its shrewd knowledge 
of the w'orld, must have electrized the club almost 
as much as the ffrst appearance of The Travciler, 
and let them still deeper into the character and 
talents of the man they had been accustomed to con- 
sider as their butt. Betaliation, in a word, closed his 
accounts with Ihe club, and balanced all his previous 
deiiciencics. 

The portrait of David Garrick, is one of the most 
elaborate in the poem. When the poet came to 
touch it off, he had some lurking piques to gratify, 
which the recent attack had revived. He may have 
forgotten David's cavalier treatment of him, in the 
early days of his comparative obscurity ; he may 
have forgiven his refusal of his plays ; but Garrick 
had been capricious in his conduct in the times of 
their reqent intercourse : sometimes treating him 
with gross familiarity, at other times affecting dig- 
nity and reserve, and assuming airs of superiority ; 
frequently he had been facetious and witty in com- 
pany at his expense, and lastly he had been guilty 
of the couplet just quoted. Goldsmith, therefore, 
touched off the lights and shadows of his character 
with a free hand, and, at the same time, gave a side 
hit at his old rival, Kelly, and his critical persecutor, 
Kenrick, in making them sycophantic satellites of 
the actor. Goldsmith, however, was void of gall 
even in his revenge, and his very satire was more 
hiauourous than caustic : 
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“Jim lips nan<l lifriitk, dcscii')o him nvhn nail. 

An ol all that waa plcjHunt in man ; 

Ah on AcUir, confess’d wlthoat rival t<i ‘•hin** ; 

As A wit, if not first, in the titj* first lino : 

Yet, with tnlontA like these, and an exeellont heart, 

Tho man had his failings, a duiK* t<i his art. 

Like an ill-jndging beauty, his cdIuuth he fqiread. 

And bcplaster’d with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage ho was natural, simple, affecting ; 

'Twas only that when he was olT he was acting. 

With no reason on earth t> out of his way, 
llo turn’d and be vnriwl full ten times a day : 

„ Though aerure of mir hearts, yet eonfonndodly sick 
]f they were not his own by finessing and trick : 

He cast off hi; friends as a hunhiman his pack. 

For he knew, wlion he pleased, ho enuld whistle thorn back. 
Of praise a mere glutton, he sw'allow'd what came, 

And the puff of u dunoo he niistODk it for f.imc ; 

Till his relish, gitiwii coIIouh almost to ai.«(Mse, 

Who pepper’d tho highwt was surest plea'^e. 

But lei us be candid, and siK*uk out oui mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind 
Ye Konrieks, yc Kellys, and W’ood falls sti grravc, 

>\hat a commerce was yours, whiic you got and you gave I , 
How did Clnib-street re-echo the shouts that you raiHed, 
While he was bc-Hoseuised and jou were bc-praised ! 

But poa<'e to his spirit, -wherever ii. flies, 

To act as an angel and mi.\ with the skies : 

Those poets who o-we their beat fame to hia skill, 
fihall still be his flatterers, go wlu rc he will ; 

Old Shaksiwaro receive him wiUi praise and with love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens bq his Kellys above.” 

This portion of Retaliation soon bronght a retort 
from Garrick, which we insert giving something 
of a likeness of Goldsmith, though in broad cari* 
cature ; 

** Here, Hermes, says Jove, who with nectar was mellow, 

Go fetch me bodv clay*^! will make an odd fellow : 
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Rijrht nnd wrong shall be juiulilcrl, much gold and nomc droM, 
Without CUU9C be he pleased, without cause be he oross ; 

Be sure, as I work, to throw in contradictions, 

A great love of truth, yet a mind tun»’d tu fictions ; 

Now mix these ingtcdients, which, warm’d in the baking. 
Turn’d to learning and gaming, religion and raking. 

Witti the love of a wench let hia wn tings be chaste ; 

Tip his tongue with strange matter, his lips with fine taste 
That the rake und the poet o*er all may prevail, 

8et fire to the head and set Are to the tail ; 

For the joy of each sex on the world I’ll bestow it, 

Tins scholar, rake, Cliriatian, dupe, gamester, and ixiet. 
Though a mixture so odd, he shall merit gieat fame. 

And among brother mortals be Goldamith his name ; 

Mrlicn on earth thia strange meteor no more shall appear, 

You, Hermes, shall fetch him, to make us simi there.” 

The charge of raking, so repeatedly advanced in 
the foregoing lines, must be con.sidered a sportive 
one, founded, perhaps, on an incident or two within 
Oarrick’s knowledge, but jiol borne out by the course 
of (ioldsfnlth's life, lie aeems to have had a tendcT 
sentiment for the sex, but perfectly free fiom liber- 
tinism. Neither was he on habitual gamester. Tlie 
strictest scrutiny has detected no settled vice of the 
kind. He was fond of a game of cords, but an un- 
skilful and careless player. Cards in ^osc days 
were universally introduced into society. Uigh play 
was, in fact, a fashionable amusement, as at one time 
was deep drinking ; and a man might occasionally 
lose large sums, and be beguiled into deep potations, 
without incurring the character of a gamester or a 
drunkard. Poor Goldsmith, on his advent into liigh 
society, assumed fine notions with fine clothes ; he 
was thrown occasionally among high players, men 
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ot fortune vho could sport their cool hundreds as 
carelessly at his curly comrades at Bally iiiuhon could 
their half-crowns. Being at all times magnificent 
in money matters, he may have played with them in 
their own way, without considering > hat what was 
sport to them to him was ruin. Indeed part of his 
financial embarrassments may have arisen from losses 
of the kind, incurred inadvertently, not in the in- 
dulgence of a habit. do not believe Goldsmith 
to have deserved the name of gamester/* said one 
of his contemporaries ; “ he liked cards very well, as 
other people do, and lost and won occasionally ; but 
as for as 1 saw or heard, and I had many opportu- 
nities of hearing, never any considerable sum. If he 
gamed with any one, it was probably with Beauclerc, 
but I do not know that such was the case.” 

Ketaliatlon, as we have already observed, was 
thrown off in parts, at intervals, and was never com- 
pleted. Some characters, originally intended to be 
introduced, remained unattempted ; others were but 
partially sketched— such was the one of Reynolds, 
the friend of his heart, and which he commenced 
with a felicity which makes us regret that it should 
remain unfinished. 

** Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind. 

He has not left a 'wiser or better behind. 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

Hia manners were gentle, complying and blund ; 

Still bom to improve us in every part, 

Uis pencil our faces, his manners our heart. 

'I'O coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 

^^en they jurlgcd without skill he vrus btUl hai d of hearing - 
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Wnen they talkej of liieir ilaphaeU, Cun-e^ioi, anU atuif, 

III' ihKtcU bis uuiiipot unii oiUy took aiiuir. 

L) ilimei7 uitapoUed" 

'I'he friendly portrait Htood unfinished on the casirl , 
tlie hand of the artist had failed ! An access of a 
local complaint, under which he had suffered for 
some time past, added to a general prostration of 
health, brought Goldsmith back to town before be 
had wcdl settled himself in the country. The local 
complaint subsided, but was followed by a low 
nervous fever. He was not aware of bis critical 
situation, and intended to be at the club on tlie 
25th of March, on which occasion Charles Fox, Sir 
Charles Tiunbury (one of the Horneck connection), 
and two other new members were to be present. In 
the afternoon, however, he felt so unwell as to take 
to his bed, and his symptoms soon acquired sufficient 
force to keep him there. Ills malady fluctuated for 
several days, and hopes were entertained of his 
recovery, but they proved fallacious. He had skilful 
medical aid and faithful nursing, but he would not 
follow the advice of his physicians, and persisted in 
the use of James's powders, 'which ho had once 
found beneficial, but which were now injurious lo 
him. His appetite was gone, his strength failed 
him, but his mind remained clear, and was pcihaj^s 
too active for his frame. Anxieties and disappoint- 
ments which had previously sapped his constitution, 
doubtless aggravated hia present complaint and ren- 
, dered him sleepless. In reply to an inquiry of hi? 
Vphysician, he acknowledged that his mind was ill at 
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ease. This was his hist reply ; ho was too weak to 
t.Uk, and in general took no notice of whnt was said 
to him. He sank at last into a deep slcep» and 
was hoped a fayourable crisis had arrived. Tin 
awoke, however, in strong convulsions, -.vhich con- 
tinued without intermission until he expired, on the 
4th of April, at five o’clock in the morning ; being 
ill the forty-sixth year of his age. 

His death was a shock to the literary world, and a 
deep affliction to a wide circle of intimates and 
friends; for with all his foibles and peculiarities, he 
was fully as much beloved as he was admired. 
Ilurke, on hearing the ^ news, burst into tears. Sir 
Joshua Reynolds threw by his pencil for the day. 
and grieved more than he had done in times of groat 
ui>nly distress. was abroad at the time of his 
death,” writes Dr. M’Donnell, theyouth wliom when 
in distress he had employed as an amunuensis, *' and 
I wept bitterly when the intelligence first reached 
me. A blank came over my heart as if I had lost 
one of my nearest relatives, and was followed for 
some days by a feeling of despondency.*' Johnson 
felt the blow deeply and gloomily. In writing some 
time afterwards to Boswell, he observed, ** Of poor 
Dr. Goldsmith there is little to be told more than 
the papers have made public. He died of a tever, 
made, 1 am afraid, more violent by uneasiness of 
mind. His debts began to be heavy, and all his 
resources were eikhausted. Sir Joshua is of opinion 
that he owed no less than two thousand pounds. 
Was ever poet so trusted before ?*' 
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Among his debts were seventy-nine pounds due 
to Ids tailor, Mr. William Filb}% from whom he had 
ret-eivod a new suit but a few days before his death. 
** My father,*’ said the younger Filby, “ though a 
loser to that amount, attributed no blame to Gold- 
smith ; he had been a good customer, and had he 
lived, w'ould have paid every farthing,” Others oi 
h:.s tradespeople evinced the same confidence in his 
integrity, notwithstanding his heedlessness. Two 
sister milliners in Temple Lane, who had be»-n 
accustomed to deal with him, were concerned wlun 
told, some time before his death, of his pecuniary 
Ciiibarrassments. ** Oh, sir,” said they to Mr. 
('rudock, “sooner persuade him to let us work fur 
him gratis than apply to any other ; we arc sure hu 
>\ill pay us when he can.” 

On the stairs of his apartment there was the 
lamentation of the old and infirm, and the sobbing 
t)f women ; poor objects of his charity, to whom he 
had never turned a deaf ear, even w'heii stniggling 
himself with poverty. 

But there was one mourner, whose ciithuHiasni fur 
his memory, could it have been foreseen, might have 
soothed the bitterness of death. After the coffin 
had been screwed down, a lock of his hair was 
requested for a lady, a particular friend, wlio wishi.Ml 
to preserve it as a remembrance. It w'as the beautiful 
Mary Horneek — the Jessamy Bride. The coffin w as 
opened again, and a lock of hair cut off ; which 
she treasured to her dying day. Poor Goldsmith ! 
could he have foreseen that such a memorial of him 
w ^s to be thus cherished ' 
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One word more concerning tliis lady, to w’hom n 
have so often ventured to advert. She survived 
almost to the present day. Hazlitt met her at North- 
cote's paintingf-room, about twenty years since, as 
Mrs. Gwyn, the widow of a General Gwyn of the 
army. She was at that time upwards of seventy 
years of age. Still, he said, she was beautiful, 
beautiful even in years. After she was gone, Uazlitt 
remarked how handsome she still was. do not 
know," said Northcote, “ why she is so kind as to 
come and see me, except that 1 am the last Imk in 
the chain that connects her with all those she most 
esteemed when young — Johnson, Reynolds, Gold- 
imitU — and remind her of the most delightful period 
of her life." “Not only so," observed Hazlitt, 
“ but you remember what she was at twenty ; and 
vou thus bring back to her the triumphs ot her 
youth — that pride of beauty, which must be the 
more fondly cherished as it has no external vouchers, 
and lives chiefly in the bosom of its once lovely pos- 
sessor. In her, however, the Graces had triumphed 
over time ; she was one of Ninon dc I'Enclose’s 
people, of the last of the immortals. 1 could almost 
fancy the shade of Goldsmith in the room, looking 
round with complacency." 

The Jessamy Bride survived her sister upards of 
forty years, and died in 1840, within a few days of 
<’ompleting her eighty-eighth year. “ She had gone 
through all the stages of life," says Northcote, 
•*And had lent a grace to each." However gaily 
she may have sported with the half-concealed admi- 
ration o£ the poor awkward poet in the heyday of 
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hrr ynnth and beauty, and linwcvrr nmrh it may 
lia\e been made a subject of tfasiin' liy bt*r Aouihfiil 
roinpanions, slie evidently prided berseJf in after 
ycuis upon haviuj; been an object of his affectionate 
regard; it certainly rendered her interesting through- 
out life in the eyes of his adnarers, and has hung a 
pfietical wreath above her grave. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

The fancrai.--11ie monument.— The epitaph.— Concluding re- 
znarkii. 

In the warm fe'*‘ing of the moment, while the re- 
mains of the poet were scarce cold, it was determined 
by his friends to honour them by a public funeral 
and a tomb in Westminster Abbey. His very i>all- 
bearers were designated: Lord Shelburne, Lord 
liowth, Sir Joshua Reynolds ; the Hon. Mr. Beau- 
clerc, Mr. Burke, and David Garrick. This feeling 
cooled down, however, when it was discovered that 
he died in debt, and had not left wherewithal to pay 
for such expensive obsequies. Five days after his 
death, therefore, at five o'clock of Saturday evening, 
the 9th of April, he was privately interred in the 
buiyiiig-ground of the Temple Church ; a few per- 
sons attending as mourners, among whom we do not 
find specified any of his peculiar and distinguished 
friends. The cliief mourner was Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds's nephew, Palmer, afterwards Dean of Cashel. 
One person, however, from whom it was but little to 
be expected, attended the funeral and evinced real 
sorrow on the occasion. This W'as Hugh Kelly, once 
the dramatic rival of the deceased, and often, it is 
said, his anonymous assailant in the newspapt^rs. If 
he had really been guilty of this bascbi of litcrar? 
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offences, he was punished by the stings of remorse, 
for we are told that he shed bitter tears over the 
grave of the man he had injured. His tardy atone- 
ment only provoked the lash of some unknown 
satirist, as the following lines will show : 

** Hence Kelly, who years, without honour or shame, 

Had been sticking his bodkin in Oliver's fame. 

Who thought, like the Tartar, by this to inherit 
His genius, his learning, simplicity, spirit ; 

Now seta every feature to weep o'er hia fate. 

And acts as a moumci to blubber in state.’* 

One base wretch deserves to be mentioned, the 
reptile Kenrick, who, after having repeatedly slan- 
dered Goldsmith, while living, had the audacity to 
Insult his memory when dead, llie following distich 
ii sufficient to show his malignancy, and to hold him 
up to execration : 

“ By his own art, who justly died, 

A blund’riti'.;, artless suicide : 

Miarc, eartliworras, share, since now he’s dead, 

Ilis megrim, maggot-bitten head.” 

This scurrilous epitaph produced a burst of public 
hidignation, that awed for a time even the infamous 
Kenrick into silence. On the other hand, the press 
kerned with tributes in verse and prose to the 
memory of the deceased ; all evincing the mingled 
feeling of admiration for the author and affection for. 
the man. 

Ndt long after his death the Idterary Club set on 
foot a subscription, and raised a fund to erect a 
^onumoiit to his memory, in We-stininster Abbey, 

• D 
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It was oxonitod by Xolifkins, .'intl eonsistod 
ot‘ a buist of th(i poet in profile, in hi«h relief, in n 
medallion, and was placed in the area of a pointed 
arch, over the south door in Poet’s Corner, between 
the monuments of Gay and the Pnko of Ar^yle. 
Johnson furnished a liatin epitaph, winch was read 
Jit the table of Sir Joshua Reynolds, where several 
members of the cdub and other friends of the de- 
ceased w’ere presc*nt. I’houj^h considered by them a 
masterly composition, they thoui^ht the literary cha- 
racter of the poet not dt fined with sufficient exact- 
ness, and they preferred that the epitaph should be 
in English rather than liatin, as ** the memory of so 
eminent an English writer ought to be perpetuated 
in the language to which his works were likely to be 
so lasting an ornament." 

These objection^ were reduced to writing, to be 
respe(!tfully submitted to Johnson, but such was the 
awe entertained of his frown, that every one shrank 
from putting his name first to the instrument; -where- 
upon their names were written about it in a circle, 
making what mutinous sailors call a Round Robin. 
Johnson received it half graciously half grimly. 

‘ He was willing," he said, ” to modify the sen^^e of 
the epitaph in any manner the gentlemen pleased ; 
btU he 9iever would conse7it to disgrace the walls of West- 
minster Abbey with an English inscription** Seeing 
t’u* names of Dr. AVharton and Edmund Burke 
cmnng the signers, “he wondered,” he said, “ that 
J->e Wharton, a scholar by profession, should be such 
a fool; and should have thought that Mund Burke 
would have had more .seii.se.” The following is the 
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epitaph as it stands inscribed on a white marble tublec 
beneath the bust ? 

OLIVARII fSOLDSMITII, 

Poetfi*, Physici, Hiatorici, 

Qui nulliun fere acribr ndi frciiua 
Non tctifdU 

Nullum quod tetigi^ non ornavit : 

Sivc riaus easent movundi, 

SIve laiTyiiiir, 

Affectuum potrns :il Ionia domlnator : 

Inf^onio sublimia, vividua, versatilU, 

Oratione fn-smdin, uitidua, venuatua 
Hoc inonuTiicnto memorinm coluit 
StMlalium amor, 

Amicoruni (idea, 

Lcttonim venoratio 

NatUH in Hibernia Fomim lArngforUleniiB, 

III loco cui nomen Pall&a, 

N'ov. XXIX. Moccxtxi. ; 

Ktil.mm literia inatitutua; 

Obiit liondini, 

April IT, Mwcci.xxiv.”* 

We shall not pn'tcnd to follow theso anecdotes o 
the life of Goldsmith with any critical dissertation 

* The following translation ia from Crokcr’a edition of Boswell’i 
Johnson : 

OF OLIVER GOLaSMITII— 

A Poet, Naturalist, and Historian, 

^\^lo left scarcely any style of writing 
untouched, 

And touched nothing that he did not adorn , 

Of all the passions, 

^^'hcthcr smiles were to be moved 
or tears, 

A powerful yet gentle master ; 

In genius, sublime, vivid, versatile, \ 
lu style, clevdtsd, clear, eli'gant— 

• D 2 
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on his writings ; their merits have long since been 
fully discussed, and their staiion in the scale ot 
literary merit permanently established. They have 
outlasted generations of works of higher power and 
wider scope, and will continue to outlast succeeding 
generations, for they have that magic charm of style 
by which works are embalmed to perpetuity. Neither 
shall we attempt a regular analysis of the character 
of the poet, but will indulge in a few desultory re- 
marks in addition to those scattered throughout the 
preceding chapters. 

Never was the trite, because sage apothegm, that 
“The child is father to the man,*’ more fully veri- 
iiod than in the case of Goldsmith. He is shy, 
awkward, and blundering in childhood, yet full of 
sensibility ; he is a butt for the jeers and jokes of 
his companions, but apt to surprise and confound 
them by sudden and witty repartees ; he is dull and 
stupid at his tasks, yet an eager and intelligent de- 
vourer of the trayclling tales and campaigning stories 
of his half-military pedagogue ; he may be a duncu, 
but he is already a rhymer ; and his early scintil- 
lations of poetry awaken the expectations of his 

The lore of companions, 

The fldeUty of friends, 

And the veneration of readers, 

Have by this monument honoured the memory. 

He was bom in Ireland, 

At a place called Fallas, 

[In the parish] of Forney, [and county] of Longford, 

On the 29th Nov., 1731, 

Educated at [the Unlvenity of] Dublin, 

And died in London, 

4th AprU, 1774. 
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fricndii. ile Hcoms from infancy to have been cum- 
pounded of two natures, one bright, the other blun- 
dering ; or to have had fairy gifts laid in his cradle 
by tlie “ good people ** who haunted his birth-place, 
the old goblin mansion on the banks of the Inny. 

He carries with him the wayward eliin spirit, if 
we may so term it, throughout his career. II is fairy 
gifts are of no avail at school, academy, or college : 
they unfit him for close study and practical science, 
and render liim heedless of everything that does not 
address itself to his poetical imagination and genial 
tnd festive feelings ; they dispose him to break a wav 
Croin restraint, to stroll about hedges, green lanes, 
md liaimted streams, to revel with jovial com- 
panions, or to rove the country like a gipsy in quest 
if odd adventures. 

As if confiding in these delusive gifts, he takes no 
need of the present nor care for the future, lays no 
regular and solid foundationof knowledge, follows out 
10 plan, adopts and discards those recommended by 
lis friends, at one time prepares for the ministry, 
next tarns to the law, and then fixes upon medicine. 
He repairs to Edinburgh, the great emporium of medi- 
cal science, but the fairy gifts accompany him ; he idles 
md frolics away his time there, imbibing only such 
knowledge as is agreeable to him; makes an cx- 
;ursion to the poetical regions of the Highlands ; and 
laving walked the hospitals for the customary 
ime, sets off to ramble over the continent, in quest 
>f novelty rather than knowledge. His whole tour 
i a poetical one. lie fancies he is playing the 
•hiloscplicr while he is really playing the putt;, 



422 


Oi.lVI.R (iilLDSMini. 


and though prolhsstidly he attends lectures and 
visits foreign universities, so deficient is he on his 
return, in the stmlies for which he set out, that he 
fails in an examination as a surgeon’s mate; and 
while figuring as a doctor of medicine, is outvied 
on a point of practice by his apotheciiry. Bafllcd in 
every regular pursuit, after trying in vain some of 
the humbler callings of commonplace life, he is 
driven almost by chance to the exercise of his pen, 
and here the fairy gifts c»^me to his assistance. For 
a long time, however, he seems unaware of the 
magic properties of that pen : he uses it only as a 
miikc-shift until he can find a legitimate means of 
support. lie is not a learned man, and can write 
but meagerly and at second-hand on learned sub- 
jects; but he has a quick convertible talent that 
aeizes lightly on the points of knowledge necessary 
to the illustration of a theme : his ^vritings for 
time arc desultory, the fruits of what he has seen 
and felt, or what he has recently and hastily read ; 
but his gifted pen transmutes everything into gold, 
and his own genial nature reflects its sunshine 
through his pages. 

Still unaware of his powers he throws off his 
writings anonymously, to go with the w’ritings of 
.ess favoured men ; and it is a long time, and after a 
hitter struggle Avith poverty and humiliation, before 
he acquires confidence in his literary talent as o 
means of support, and begins to dream of reputation. 

From this time his pen is a waatl of power in his 
hand, and he has only to use it discreetly, to make 
it competent to all l;is wants. Hut discretion is not ' 
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a part <>i' (loMumitli’s iiiituiu; iiiid it hccins tlir* 
])ropt;rty of these I’aiiy gilts to l)e aceoiiipanU'd by 
moods and temper aments to render their effect i)re- 
carious. The hecdlessness of his early flays ; his 
disposition for social onjoyment ; his habits of 
throwing the present on the neck of the future, still 
continue, llis expenses forerun his means ; he in- 
curs debts on the faith of what his magic pen is to 
})roduce, and then, under the pressure of his debts, 
sacrifices its productions for pr-ces far below tlu'ir 
value. It is a redeen'ing cireumstanf e in liis prodi- 
gality, that it is lavished ofleiier upon others than 
upon himself: he gives without thought or stint, 
and is the continual dupe of liis benevolence and his 
trustfulness in human nature. We mav sav of liiiv 
as ho says of one of his heroes, “ Tie could not stifU 
the natural impulse whieh he liad to do good, but 
fiequcntly borrowed money to relieve the distressed; 
and when he knew not conveniently where to borrow, 
he lias been observed to shed tears as he passed 
tluough the wretched suppliants 'who attended his 
gate.’' * * * * * 

“ Ills simplicity in trusting persons whom he had 
no pievhms reasons to place confidence in, seems to 
})e one of those lights of his character which, wrhilc 
they impeach his understanding, do honour to his 
benevolence. The low and the timid arc ever sus- 
picious; but a heart impressed with lionourable 
sentiments, expects from others sympathetic sin- 
cerity."* 


i ‘.aV Life of N.isbs 
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llis heedlcBsnoBS in pecuniary matters, which had 
rendered his life a struggle with poverty even in 
the days of Ids obscurity, rendered the struggle still 
more intense when his fairy gifts had elevated him 
into the society of the wealthy and luxurious, and 
imposed on his simple and generous spirit fancied 
obligations to a more ample and bounteous display. 

**How comes it," says a recent and ingenious 
critic, *‘that in all the miry paths of life w^hich 
he had trod, no speck ever sullied the robe of his 
modest and graceful muse. How amidst all that 
love of inferior company, which never to the last 
forsook him, did he keep his genius so free from 
every touch of vulgarity ?" 

We answer that it was owing to CSe innatt: 
purity and goodness of his nature ; there was no> 
thing in it that assimilated to vice and vulgarity. 
Though his circumstances often compelled him to 
associate with the poor, they never could betray him 
into companionship with the depraved, llis relish 
for humour and for the study of character, as we 
have before observed, brought him often into con- 
vivial company of a vulgar kind ; but he discrimi- 
nated between their vulgarity and their amusing 
qualities, or rather wrought from the whole those 
familiar features of life which form the staple of his 
most popular writings. 

Much, too, of this intact purity of heart may be 
ascribed to the lessons of his infancy under the 
paternal roof; to the gentle, benevolent, elevated, 
unworldly maxims of his father, who ** passing rii-h 
with forty pounds a year," infused a spirit into his 
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ehild which riches could not deprave nor poverty 
degrade. Much of his boyhood, too, had been passed 
in tlu; household of his uncle, tlie amiable and gene- 
rous Contarine ; where he talked of literature with 
the good pastor, and practised music with his daugh- 
ter, and delighted them bothby his juvenile atternp’ 
at poetry. These early associations breathed :i grace 
and rrtinement into his mind and tuned it up, after 
the rough sports on the green, or the frolics at tlin 
tavern. These led him to turn from the roniing 
glees of the club, to listen to the harp of his cousin 
Jane; and from the nutic triumph of “throwing 
sledge," to a stroll wuth his flute along the pastoral 
banks of the Inny. 

The gentle spirit of his father walked with liim 
through life, a pure and virtuous monitor ; and in 
all the vici ■‘situdes of Ids career, W'C find him ever 
more chastened in mind by the sweet luid holy recol- 
lections of the home of his infancy. 

It has been q^iestioned whether he really had any 
religious feeling, ^^se who raise the question have 
never considered well his writings ; his Vicar of 
Wakefield, and his pictures of the Village Pastor, 
present religion under its most endearing forftis, and 
with a feeling that could only flow from the deep 
convictions of the heart. ^Vhcn his fair travelling 
companions at Paris urged him to read the Churcli 
Service on a Sunday, he replied that “ he was iitf 
worthy to do it." He had seen in early life tlw. 
sacred offices performed by hU father and his brother, 
with a solemnity which had sanctified them in his 
memory ; how ' ould he presume to undertake such 
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functions ? llis religion has been called in qi'.estion 
i>y Johnson and by "Boswell: he certainly had not 
the gloomy hj'pochondriacal piety of the one, nor 
the babbling mouth-piety of the other; but the 
8j)irit of Christian charity breathed forth in his 
writings and illustrated in his conduct, give us 
reason to believe he had the indwelling religion of 
the soul. 

We have made sufficient comments in the preced- 
ing cliaptcrs on his conduct in elevated circles of 
literature and fashion. The fairy gifts which took 
him there, were not accompanied by the gifts and 
graces necessary to sustain him in that artificial 
sphere. He can neither play the learned sage wdth 
Johnson, nor the fine gentleman with Bcauclerc : 
though he has a mind replete with wisdom and 
natural shrewdness, and a spirit free from vulgarity, 
'rhe blunders of a fertile but hurried intellect, and 
the awkw'ard display of the student assuming the 
man of fishion, fix on him a character for absurdity 
and vanity which, like the charge of lunacy, it is 
Hard to disprove, however weak the grounds of the 
charge and strong the facts in ojiposition to it. 

In truth, he is never truly in his place in these 
learned and fiishionable circles, which talk and iive 
lor display. It is not the kind of society he craves, 
llis heart yearns for domestic life ; it craves fami- 
liar, confiding intercourse, family firesides, the 
guileless and happy company of children ; these 
bring out the heartiest and sw'cetcst sympathies of 
his nature. 

ilsiil it bei’U hi> fitc.” *b'- f-ririr we li.ivtt 
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nlrcady quoted, ** to meet a woinuii who could havt? 
loved him, despite his faults, and respected liiin 
despite his foibles, we cannot but think that his life 
and his genius would have been much more har- 
monious ; his desultory afFections would have been 
concentred, his craving self-love appeased, his pur- 
suits more settled, his cliaracter more solid. A 
nature like Goldsmith’s, so affectionate, so confiding 
— so susceptible to simple, innocent enjoyments -so 
dependent on others for the sunshine of existence, 
does not tlowcr if deprived of the atmosphere ot 
home.” 

The cravings of his heart in this respect are 
evident, w<‘ think, throughout his career ; and if w- 
have dwelt with more siguificancy than others, upon 
his intercourse with the beautiful Ilorncck family, 
it is because we fancied we could detect, amid lus 
playful attentions to one of its members, a lurking 
sentiniciit of tenderness, kejit down by conscioui 
poverty and a liumiliating idea of personal defects 
A hopeless feeling of this kind —the last a man 
would c'^mmunicatc to his friends— might accoun* 
for much of that iitfulncss of conduct, and th.'ft 
gathering melancholy, remarked, but not cornpre 
bended by his associates, during the last year or tw<- 
of his life ; and may have been one of the troubha 
of the mind which aggravated his last illness, an 
only terminated with his death. 

We shall conclude these desultory remarks, with 
a few which have been used by us on a former occa- 
sion. From the general tone of Goldsmith’s biogrn- 
'diy, il w evident tliat lii.s laulis, at the A\orst, weio 
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but negative, while his merits were great and decided. 
He was no one's enemy but his own ; liis errors, in 
the main, inflicted evil on none but himself, and 
were so blended with humorous, and even affecting 
circumstances, as to disarm anger and conciliate 
kindness. IVhere eminent talent is united u 
less virtue, wc are awed and dazzled into admiration, 
but our admiration is apt to be cold and reverential ; 
while there is something in the harmless infirmities 
of a good and great, but erring individual, that pleads 
touchingly to our nature ; and we turn more kindly 
towards the object of our idolatry, when we find 
that, like ourselves, he is mortal and is fraU. The 
epithet so often heard, and in such kindly tones, of 
poor Goldsmith," speaks volumes. Few, who 
consider the real compound of admirable and whim- 
sical qualities which form his character, would wish 
to prune away its eccentricities, trim its grotesque 
luxuriance, and clip it down to the decent formalities 
of rigid virtue. ** Let not his frailties be remem- 
bered," said Johnson ; “he was a very great man." 
But, for our part, we rather say “ Let them be re- 
membered," since their tendency is to endear; and 
we question whether he himself would not feel gra- 
tified in hearing his reader, after dwelling with 
admiration on the proofs of his greatness, close the 
volume with the kind-hearted phrase, so fondly and 
familiarly ejaculated, of “Poor Goldsmith." 


TXE END. 








